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The SPINSTER 



Where singleness is bliss, 
' T is folly to be wives 


EDIT K.D HV 

ffl)f fe'tuUrntg of Dolling jfnstitutr 

VIRGINIA 

NINETEEN HUNDRED AND FIVK 

















the i)mt of the 
^illS, the polling <&irl 
has learn eD to be earnest antf 
loyal in tbe^bings tljat are \bortlf 
\ol)tle Doing; to beep eve anD ear 
anD heart iteen for tl)e bhsDoiu of 
the out of Doors \borlD; to toorfc anD 
to play heartily, \beabing ebery Day 
into \)n serbice a threaD of pure golD 
for 'Crutl) vuith a threaD of carDinal for 
Joy; to lobe much anD to be \oorthy 
of much lobe. i?omc Jbollins iritis 
habe been trusteD to set forth the 
\oorlt anD play life of Rollins: 
3fn fulfillment of this trust they 
present anD DeDicate to the 
Rollins (Utrl, inspiring 
anD aspiring, this 
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NAME 

HOME 

ADDRESS 

SCHOOL 

ADDRESS 

YEAR 

Isabel Abercrombie . . 

. Montgomery, Ala.. 

, Waldorf .... 


Euzelian; K A; Alabama Club; Light Feet; T. A. R. 



Lillian Adams. 

. . South McAlcster, I. T. . . . 

• Waldorf. 

2 

Euepian. 




Mary Anderson. 

. . Clifton Forge, Va. 

Main. 


Euzelian. 



Julia Armstrong. 

Corpus Christi, Texas . . . . 

Main. 

. 1 

Euepian ; Texas Club. 




Laura Armitage. 

• . Richmond, Va. 

Main. 


Euzelian; Capitol Club; Yemassee. 



Ray Abraham . 

. . Butte, Mont. 


. 1 

Euepian. 




Margaret Bagby . 

. West Point. Va. 

Main. 

. 2 

Euzelian. 




Eva Barer . 

. . Beverly, W. Va. 

Tinnyment. . . . 

1 

West Virginia Club. 




Mary Barksdale. 

. . Houston, Va. 


2 

Euzelian. 




Helen Barksdale. 

. . Houston, Va. 

Main. 

2 

Euzelian 




Laura Barksdale . 

. . Laurens, S. C. 

Waldorf. 

3 

Euzelian; South Carolina 

Club; Class ’05. 



Nettie Baird. 

. . Fort Spring, W. Va . ... . . 

Tinnyment . 

1 

West Virginia Club. 



Bernice Barclay. 

. . Crenshaw, Texas. 

Tinnyment. . . , 

4 

Euepian; Texas Club. 



Lucy Barham . 

. . Dallas, Texas. 

Waldorf. 

2 

Euepian; Texas Club. 




Blanche Bell . 

. . Atlanta, Ga. 


3 

Euzelian; Editor-in-Chief of the Quarterly; final Presiden 

t of the Euzelian 


Society; Treasurer Class ’05 ; South Carolina Club. 


Annie Bennett. 

. . Hollins. Va. 

Home. 

7 

Jkanie Bennett. 

. . Hollins, Va. 

Home. 

Elizabeth Bibb .... 

. . Fort Worth, Texas. 

Waldorf. 

0 

j 

Texas Club; Euepian. 



Kathleen Blount. 

• Union Springs, Ala. 

Waldorf. 

2 

Euzelian; Alabama Club; 

2 2 2. 



Mabel Bower. 

• . Hollins, Va. 

Home. 

6 

Euzelian; Class ’05. 




0 

















































HOME SCHOOL 

NAME ADDRESS ADDRESS YEAR 

Susie Bowie ... .Rome, Ga. Main. 

Euzelian; K A; Georgia Glut); Yemassee. 

Gussib Bowles . ... Salem, Va.Waldorf. . . . 

Euzelian; Class ’05 ; Vice-President of Y. W. C. A., ’o4-’o5. 

Grace Briggs .Richmond, Va.Main. 

Eucpian; Capitol Club; - - l 

Miriam Briggs .Richmond, Va.Main. 

Eucpian; Capitol Club. 

Susan Bronston .Lexington, Ky.Main. 

Euzelian; Mohican; Kentucky Club; Cotillion Club; Crusader. 

Catherine Bryan .Shanghai, China.Main. 

Secretary Y. W. C. A., ’o5-’o6. 

Esther Brush art ...... Portsmouth, Ohio.Main. .... 

Eucpian ; «l> K E* 

Sarah Buchanan .Newnan, Ga.Waldorf .... 

Euzelian ; Georgia Club. 

Cummins Bullitt .Big Stone Gap, Va.Waldorf .... 

Euzelian ; ♦ K K ; Yemassee. 

Mattie Bullitt ........ Big Stone Gap, Va.Waldorf .... 

Euzelian; «l» K K. 

Anne Burgin .Lexington, Ky.Waldorf . . . 

Kentucky Club ; Euepian. 

Sophia Burgin .Lexington, Ky.Waldorf .... 

Kentucky Club; Euepian. 

Mary Burwell .Chase City, Va.. Main. 

Euzelian; M. A. C. 

Margaret Cade .New Iberia, La . ...... Waldorf.. . . 

Euepian 

Adah Caldwell .Knoxville, Tenn.Waldorf . . . . 

Euzelian; Tennessee Club. 


1 


3 

1 


2 

1 

, 1 

. 1 

■ 3 

• 3 
. 1 

. 1 

• 3 
. 2 

. 1 


Mabel Caldwell .Temple. Texas.Main. 1 

Euepian; 2 2 2; Texas Club. 

Emily Campbeli .Roanoke, Va.Waldorf.3 

Euzelian ; Class '05. 

Anna Campbeli .Blacksburg, Va.Waldorf.1 

Euzelian. 

Lallie Lee Carpenter .Clifton Forge, Va.Waldorf.3 

Euepian; Naughty Naught; Assistant Business Manager Spinster and 
Quarterly; Mohican; Light Feet; Leggins; Secretary and Treasurer 
Junior Class. 

Jane Carpenter .Fairmont, W. Va.Tinnymcnt . . . 1 

West Virginia Club. 

Emma Carson .Knoxville, Tenn.Waldorf.1 

Euzelian ; Tennessee Club 


HOME SCHOOL 

NAME ADDRESS address year 

Ellen Catogni .Roanoke, Va.Tinnymcnt . . . 1 

Belle Cave .Paducah. Ky.Main.2 

Euzelian; 4 * M P; Kentucky Club; Crusader; M. M. 

Mary Chandler .Knoxville, Tenn.Main.3 

Euzelian; K A; Editor-in-Chief Spinster ; Vice-President Class '05 ; Vice-Pres¬ 
ident Tennessee Club; Leader Yemassee Rooters; O. O. O.; T. A. R 


Nancy Chapman. 

Smithfield, Va. . 

. Main .... 


Euepian; Cotillion Club; California Club. 



Vida Chisholm. 

Savannah, Ga. 

. Waldorf . . . 

. . 4 

Euzelian; Naughty Naught ; 

T. G. ; Georgia Club ; Leggins 

s. 


Annis Clark. 

Lynchburg, Va. 

. Main . . . , 

. . 1 

Euepian ; A T B; Crusader ; O. O. 0 . ; M. M. ; T. A. R. 



Louise Clark. 

Richmond, Va. 

. Waldorf , . . 

• . t 

Euepian; r 0 11; Capitol Club; Light Feet. 



Baxter Claybrooke . 

Washington, Ky. 

Main .... 

. . 4 

Euepian; Kentucky Club. 




Anita Cocke. 

Brownsville, Tex. 

. Main . . . . 

• 7 

Euzelian; Texas Club; President of Class ’05; President 

Y. W. C. A. ‘04- 

’05; 

Crusader; 11 II. 


Margaret Cocke . 

Hollins, Va. 

. Home .... 


Mary Stuart Cocke. 

Roanoke. Va. 



Euepian; Naughty Naught; Associate Editor Spinster, Crusader; M. M. 

Leona Com ran ... . 

. Stuarts Draft, Va. 

. Main .... 

* • 3 

May Collins. 

, Birmingham. Ala. 



Euzelian; Alabama Club; K 

K k 



Mabel Cogbili.. 

Chesterfield C. H.. Va. . . . 

. Tinnymcnt . . 

. .1 

Euzelian. 



Sadie Cook. 

. Knoxville, Tenn. ... 

. Tinnvment . 

, . 1 

Tennessee Club; Euzelian. 




Florence Correli. 

. Nara, Japan. 



Euzelian; K A. 




Ethel Correli . 

. Nara. Japan. 

Main . . . 

. . 1 

Lora Crump . 

. Richmond. Va. . . . . 



Euepian ; *1* M P; Capitol Club .T. G. Club; Crusader; M 

M 


Bebe Cummings. 

. Spartanburg, S. C. 

. . Waldorf . . . 

* . 1 

South Carolina Club. 




Eleanor Dailey .... 

.Elkins, W. Va. 

. . Waldorf . . . 


West Virginia Club; Yemassee. 



Lucy Dancy . 

. Savannah, Ga.. 

. . Main . . . . 

• . 2 

Euzelian; Georgia Club; Crusader. 



Anna Dantzler. 

. Greenville, S. C.• 

* ’ Main .... 

. . 1 

South Carolina Club. 




Juliette Dougherty. 

. Houston, Tex. 




Euepian ; Texas Club; Mohican, 


II 















































































SCHOOL 

ADDRESS 


Waldorf . 
Waldorf . 


. Waldorf , 
°5- 

. Home . . 
. Main . . 


namf home 

ADDRESS 

NaN , DaV .' S • ; •• • ; ;-Lynchburg, Va.Cottage 

Euepian; A T H; Joker. 

Rov Denman .... . . San Antonio, Tex.Waldorf 

Euepian;Class 03; Texas Club; Final President Euepian Society 

Bkbk Dknman .San Antonio. Tex.Waldorf 

Euepian; Texas Club; Class '05; Mohican. 

Flossie Denman .San Antonio, Tex. 

Euepian; Texas Club: Quarterly Staff; Yemassee. 

Christine DeVitt .Ft. Worth, Tex. 

Texas Clul>. 

Wilcib Dickerson .Birmingham, Ala. 

Euzelian; Vice-President Alabama Club; K. K. K- Class 

Clara Dillon .Hollins, Va.’ 

Louise Dixon .Dixondale. Va. . 

Euepian; ~ £ l, 

Fannie Drennkn .Birmingham, Ala. 

Euzelian ; Alabama Club. 

Madeline Dub .Savannah, Ga. 

Euzelian; Georgia Club; Yemassee. 

Rebecca Duke .Maysville, Ky. 

Euepian; Kentucky Club. 

Minerva Embry .Wilmore, Ky . . . . 

Euepian; r 0 II; Kentucky Club. 

Mary Elliott . . . Belington, W. Va. . 

West Virginia Club. 

Mary B 1 a arish .Columbus, Ga. . . 

Euzelian ; <1* M; Georgia Club. 

Gena I*erst .Savannah, Ga. 

Euzelian ; Georgia Club. 

Hethie Fitzpatrick . Arrington Va 

Euepian. 8 ' .Tmnyment 

Carrie Floyd .Hollins, Va. . . . 

Myrtle Floyd .Hollins, Va. . . . 

Charlie Floyd .Hollins. Va. 

Months Floyd .Hollins. Va. 

Emma Fowlkes .Sunnyside, Va 

Mattie Fowlkes .Burkeville, Va. .... 

Euepian. 

Viola Fowler ...... . Washington, D. C. . 

Euepian. 

Mildred Francis .Norfolk, Va. 

Euzelian. 

Alice Garth .Huntsville, Ala. . . 

Euzelian; * M ; Alabama Club. 


YEAR 
. I 


. Waldorf.. 

• Main. x 

. Waldorf.2 

. Cottage.. 

. Tinnyment. . . . 1 

• Waldorf.. 

• Main. r 


Home 
Home 
Home 
Home . 
Main . 
Main . 


Main 


Main 


Main 


1 2 


i 


* 


t 




HOME 
ADD HItSS 


SCHOOL 

ADDRESS 


Woodland, Cal.Main.. 

Woodland, Cal.Main.1 

. . . Main .... 


NAME 

Mattie Garette. 

California Club, Yemassee. 

Ruby Garette. 

California Club. 

Pearl Garette .Woodland, Cal. . 

California Club. 

Louise Gedge .Waukegan, Ill.Waldorf 

Euzelian, * M T; Class ’05 ; Cotillion Club; Associate Editor Spinster; F 
Vice-President Euzelian Society; Poet ’05. 

Marie Gedge .Anderson, Ind.Tmnyment . 

Euzelian ; * 1 * M F; T. A. R. 


nal 


Waldorf . 


Main 


Waldorf . 


. Tinnyment 


Maud Girdler .Somerset, Ky. . . 

Euzelian; r () IT; Kentucky Club. 

Louise Graham .Louisvilly, Ky. . . 

Euepian; F 0 IT; Kentucky Club. 

Minnie Bell Grant .Chattanooga, I enn 

Euzelian; Tennessee Club; President Christian Association ’05; Mohican; 
Sheba Club; President Special Class. 

Pearl Grosjean .Lima, Ohio . . 

Euepian. 

Josephine Haden .Fincastlc, Va. . 

Euepian; Yemassee. 

Louise Mali .. Dyersburg. Term 

Euepian; Tennessee Club; K. K. K. 

Eloise Harris . . .Hollins, Va. . 

Sina Lee Harris .Louisville, Ky. . 

Euzelian;* M F; Kentucky Club; Cotillion Club 

Bonnie Harshbarger . Hollins, Va. 

Rose Hayward .N ew Orleans, La. . 

T. A. R.; Piker; Joker. 

Sully Hayward .New Orleans, La. . 


>; Class 


Main 


Main 


Cottage . . 

Main .... 

05; Crusader; Joker. 
. Home. . . 

. Tinnyment 


Main 


3 


Crusader; M. M. 

Elizabeth Headley .Lexington. Ky . . 

Kentucky Club; F 0 II. 

Louise Henderson .Greenville, S. C. 

Euzelian ; South Carolina Club. 

Aylette Henry .Tazewell, Va. 

Euzelian; Yemassee; Crusader; Joker. 

Louise Higgknbotiiam . . • Cedar Bluff. 

Blanche Hills .Paducah, Ky. 

Euzelian; * M F; Kentucky Club; Joker; Crusader. 

Vivian Hohmann .Johnstown, Pa. 

Euepian. 

Lula Hollins .Louisa, Va. 


. Waldorf .... 

. Main. 

• Main. 

. Tinnyment . . . 

. Main .... . , 

• Main ... 

. Main.. 


1 

1 

2 

1 

2 

1 

2 
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NAME 

HOME 

ADDUKSS 

SCHOOL 

ADDRESS 

YEA 

Hazel Hover . 



I 

Pearl Hudson . 


. . . . Main . . . 

I 

Catherine Page Jones. . 

. . . Louisville, Ky .... 


. I 

Euzelian; •!» M P; Kentucky Club. 



Daisy Jones. 



. 2 

Euepian. 




Mary Jones . 


. . . . Main. 

. 2 

Euepian. 




Lucy Lee Jones. 

Cary’s Brook, Va. . . 

... Main. 

• 3 

Euzelian; Class ’05. 




Maud Johnson . 


. . . . Main . . 

• 3 

Capitol Club; Class '05. 
Helen Johnson 


. . . . Waldorf. . . . 

. 2 

Mary Lou Kearfott . . . 


. . Main ... 

. 1 

Euzelian; Mohican. 




Alice Kelsey . 

. . . Cambridge, Miss. . . , 


. 1 

May Kendrick . 


. . . . Waldorf. . . . 

. 1 

Euepian; - 2 ii; Kentucky Club. 



Lydia Kimbrough . . . . 


. . . Waldorf. . . . 

• 4 

Euzelian; Pn sident of 

Tennessee Club; Class ’05. 



Louise Kirvbn . 


, . . . Waldorf. . . . 

. 1 

Tennessee Club. 




Edith Kyle . 


. . . . Waldorf. . . . 

. 2 

Georgia Club ; Euzelian ;‘l* M. 



Anna Kusian . 

. . . Woodstock, Va. . . 

. . . . Tinnyment. . 

14 

Class ’05; £ £ 2 . 




Louise Lamar . 


. . . . Waldorf. . . . 


Euzelian; 4 * M , Georgia Club; Class ’05. 



Eleanor Lambert . . . . 

. . Hollins, Va. 


• 3 


Class ’05. 

Lena Lank .Hollins, Va 

Vrva Lank .. . Hollins, Va 

Oka Lankford .Hollins, Va 


Talmagp. Lankford. 

Fannie Lackv. 

Kuzelian; Kentucky Club. 

Truxik Lackland . 

Alabama Club. 

Ruth Lavindbr. 

Kuzelian, T 11; Light Feet. 

Ella Leonard . 

Eucpian. 

Frances Ligon. 


Hollins, Va . . . 
Hopkinsville, Ky. 

Grave Hill, Ala . 


Lynchburg. Va. 

At antic Highland. N J. 
Anderson, S. C. . 


Kuzelian; M I'; South Carolina Club; Quarterly Staff; 
Class. 

M 


Home.2 

Home.1 

Home. 

Home. 

Main.1 

Main.1 

. Waldorf.2 

. Tinnyment ... 5 

Tinnyment ... 2 
Vice-Pres, junior 


HO.M E 
ADDUKSS 

Paris, 


SCHOOL 

ADDRESS 


NAME 

Florence Lockhart . Paris, Ky.Tinnyment . . 

Kuzelian; I’ 0 II; Kentucky Club; Piker. 

Jknsy Loop .Chattanooga, Tcnn.Main. 

Euepian; K A; Tennessee Club; O. O. O. 

Elma Love .Idabel, Okla . Waldorf. . . . 

Lucille Loyd . Lynchburg, Va.Main. 

Naughty-Naught; Crusader; Secretary and Treasurer Special Class; M. M 
T. A. R. 

Lula Luck .Houston. Va.Main . . 1 

Marguerite Mack . Chicago. Ill . Main . 1 

Eugenia Mangum .Uvalde, Tex.Main . 3 

Texas Clul4 

Rena Marcus . Gordonsville, Va.Waldorf . ^ 

Euepian. 

Alice Maxwell . Anderson, S. C.Tinnyment 

Kuzelian ; South Carolina Club; Class ’05. 

May McLaughlin . Hollins, Va . Home. . . 

Edith McLaughlin . Hollins, Va.Home. . . 

Burton McLaughlin . Hollins, Va . . . . Home. . . 

Margaret McKee . Richmond. Va . Cottage . . 

Capitol Club. 

Virginia Means ..... . . Birmingham. Ala . Main . . . 

Euepian ; ^ T B; Alabama Club. 

Elisk Miles . . . v. University of Virginia . 

Kuzelian; Naughty-Naught; Crusader; M. M: 

Leta Moomaw . Daleville. Va. . 

Honoria Moomaw ./.... Cloverdale, Va . 

Louise Moore . Mexico City, Mex . Cottage . . 

Myrtle Morley . St. Louis, Mo . . Tinnyment ... 1 

Kuzelian; 22 2 2; Piker. 


YEAR 

- 5 

■ 3 

1 

1 


3 


Main .2 

Home.5 

4 


Mabel Morris .Karnes City, Tex.Tinnyment ... 2 

Euepian; Texas Club; Class *05. 

Nellie Morris. Charlottsville, Va.Main ...... 2 

Euzelian. 

Madge Norman .Columbus, Ga.Waldorf.. 

Kuzelian ; ‘I* M; Georgia Club. 

Mary Nottingham .Frank town, Va. Main. 4 

Euzelian ; Yemassee; Class 05; Quarterly Staff; Prophet *05; Sheba Club. 

Laura Nottingham .Eastville, Va.Tinnyment , 

Euepian. 

Anna Parsons . . Lynchburg, Va.Waldorf. 

Euepian; P 0 II. 

Hallik Patterson .Chatham, Va. Cottage 

Class 05. . 


*5 










































































































HOMK SCHOOL 

NAME ADDRESS ADDRESS YEAR 

Lucy Patton .Blacksburg, Va.Maine.2 

Euzelian; <l» M P; M. A. C.; Crusader; Joker. 

Lillian Perry .Roanoke, Va.Waldorf.2 

Euepian; T. G. Club. 

Rebekah Phillips .St. Louis, Mo.Tinnyment . . . 1 

Euzelian; P 0 II, Mohican; Piker; Leggins. 

Ethel Pilcher .Petersburg, Va.Tinnyment ... 2 

Euzelian; Chairman of the Student Body; Class’05; Captain of Yemassee 
Team; Treasurer Christian Association ’04; Sheba Club. 

Maud Poindexter .Frederick’s Hall, Va.Main.1 

Carrie Pool .Newberry, S. C. ..... . Waldorf. . . . 1 

Euzelian ; South Carolina Club. 

Elizabeth Porter .Memphis, Tcnn.Main.1 

Euzelian ; K ± \ Tennessee Club. 

Ethelyn Potts .Memphis, Tenn.Tinnyment . . . 1 

Euzelian ; Class'05 ; Tennessee Club. 

Louise Pratt .New Orleans, La.Waldorf.2 

Euzelian ; M. A. C. 

Grace Prichard .Mannington, W. Va.Waldorf..2 

Euepian ; Class ’05; West Virginia Club. 

Pauline Purcell .Lexington, Ky .. Waldorf.3 

Euepian ; V 0 II; Kentucky Club; Vice-President Special Class. 

Lucy Puryear ........ Orange, Va.Tinnyment ... 2 

Euzelian. 

Selene Radford .Forest, Va.Waldorf.1 

Euzelian. 

Bessie Randolph . Evington, Va. . ..Main.3 

Euzelian ; Class ’05; Class Historian ’05. 

Caroline Redden .Denton, Md.Main.3 

Sheba Club. 

Julia Richardson .Austin, Texas.Waldorf. 1 

Euepian; Texas Club. 

Artimesia Ripey .Lawrenceburg, Ky.Main.1 

Euzelian; •!> M P; Kentucky Club; Crusader; M. M. 

Courtney Rountree .Richmond, Va.Main.2 

Euzelian; Capitol Club. 

Newell Rountree. ..Richmond, Va.Main.1 

Capitol Club. 

Ollik Roberts .Wise, Va.Main.1 

Euepian. 

Elsie Robinson .Lima, Ohio. ..Waldorf.1 

Verna Routh .Lebanon, Va.Main.2 

Rose Satterfield .Richmond, Va.Waldorf.2 

Euepian; A T B; President Capitol Club; Spinster Staff; President Class ’06; 

T. A. R.; Light Feet; Cotillion Club; Mohican; Vice-President Athletic 
Association. 
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HOME SCHOOL 

NAME ADDRESS ADDRESS YEAH 

Elsie Saunders .Evington Va.Main.3 

Euzelian. 

Ethel Savory . .Trenton, N. J.Main ...... 1 

Euepian; £ H; Mohican. 

Gertrude Schbllinger .... Cape May, N. J.Tinnyment . . . t 

Margaret Schmelz .Hampton, Va.Main.2 

<1* M P; T. G. Club; Crusader; M. M. 

Charlie Mae Scott .Fort Worth, Texas . .... Tinnyment. . . . 1 

Euepian; Texas Club. 

Annie Seay .Blackstone, Va.Main.1 

Euzelian. 

May Serpelle .Louisville, Ky.Tinnyment . . 1 

Euzelian; A T B; Kentucky Club; T. A. R.; Piker; Joker. 

Marion Shipp .St. Louis, Mo.Cottage.1 

Euepian. 

Eveline Siiirey .Blue field, W. Va.Tinnyment ... 2 

West Virginia Club. 

Anna Shotwell .New Orleans, La.Cottage.1 

Euepian. 

Katherine Shuey .Washington, D. C . Main . 1 

Euzelian; P 0 IT; Crusader. 


Antoinette Slemons .Orlando, Fla.Waldorf... 

Historian Special Class. 

Olive Skkggs .Decatur, Ala.Waldorf ..... 3 

Euepian; Alabama CJhib; K. K. K.; Class ’05; Final Vice-President Euepian 
Society. 

Eugenia Smith .Prattville, Ala.Main.1 

Alabama Club; K. K. K. 

Lola Smith .Quanah, Tex.Tinnyment ... 3 

Euepian; Texas Club; Business Manager of Spinster and Quarterly; Final 
Secretary Euepian Society. 

Ebf.ll Smith ... .. Stockton, Cal.Waldorf.. 

California Club. 

Kate Steiner .Montgomery, Ala.Waldorf.2 

Euzelian; Naughty-Naught Club; Light Feet; Cotillion Club. 

Frances Steiner .San Antonio, Tex.Waldorf. . . . . 1 

Euepian; Texas Club. 

Josephine Susong . Savannah, Ga.Waldorf.. 

Georgia Club. 

Edna Stearns .Brooklyn, N. Y.Waldorf.1 

Evelyn Talbott .Elkins, W. Va.Waldorf.4 

Euepian; 2 2 2; West Virginia Club; Mohican. 

Cabell Taylor .Hollins, Va.Home.. 

Ethel Thomas .Estill Springs, Ky.Tinnyment ... 3 

Vice-President ’07 Class; Euzelian; Naughty-Naught; Piker; Kentucky 
Club ; T. A. R.; Leggins. 


'4 
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NAME 

HOME 

ADDRESS 

SCHOOL 

ADDRESS 

Kathleen Thomas. 

. Crockett Springs, Va. 

.... Waldorf. 

Alice Thompson. 

Capitol Club. 

. Richmond, Va. . . . 

. . . . Main . . 

Mary Louise Thompson . . . 

. Ft. Worth, Tex. . . . 

.... Waldorf . 

Euepian; K A; Texas Club 

; O. O. O. ; Cotillion Club 


Rosamond Thomson .... 

Andover, Miss. . . . 

. . . Main . . 

Euzelian ; A T B; Vice-President Cotillion Club; 

Spinster Staff ; ( 


YEAR 
. 2 
. I 

. 2 

. 2 


Leader Blue Rooters 

Margaret Trollinger .Radford, Va.Main.2 

Euepian. 

Carrie Upton . Norfolk. Va.. Main.1 

Anna VanSaun .Asbury Park, N. J. .... Main.2 

Lulu Virdbn .Montgomery, Ala.Waldorf.2 

Euzelian; Naughty-Naught, T. A. R.; Light Feet; Alabama Club. 

Nell Voss .Little Rock, Ark.Waldorf . . . . 2 

Euzelian; K A. 

Mabel Voss .Little Rock, Ark.Waldorf . . . 1 

Euepian; K A. 

Mamie Walker .Richmond. Va.Waldorf. ... 2 

Capitol Club. 

Laura Walker .Bluefield, W. Va.Cottage.1 

West Virginia Club. 

Marietta Walkup .Clifton Forge, Va.Tinnyment ... 3 

Frances Wallace .Paducah, Ky.Main. 2 

Euzelian ; r 0 II; Kentucky Club ; M. A. C.; Cotillion Club. 

Edith Walters . Covington, Ky.Waldorf . . . . 1 

Euepian; T. G. Club; Kentucky Club; Leggins. 

Anna Watkins . . Greenville, S. C.Tinnyment ... 2 

Euzelian; South Carolina Club; Quarterly Staff; Class ’05. 

Mary Watts .Staunton, Va ..Waldorf..4 

w. Euepian; T. G. Club; President Class ’08. 

Lily West .Richmond, Va.Tinnyment . . . 3 

Euepian; Naughty-Naught; Capitol Club; President Cotillion Club; Vice- 
President Y. W. C. A. 

Eunice Wktmorb .Muncie, Ind.Cottage.1 

Sadie White .Richmond, Va.Tinnyment ... 2 

Euzelian ; Capitol Club. 

Lydia Wilhite .Anderson, S. C.Waldorf.3 

Euzelian; ♦ M; Class ’05; South Carolina Club. 

Mary W ilbuh .Charleston, S. C.Main.1 

Euzelian ; South Carolina Club. 

Mabel Wilkins .Pine Bluff, Ark.Waldorf.3 

Euzelian. 
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HOME SCHOOL 

NAME ADDRESS ADDRESS YEAR 

Lila Willingham .Macon, Ga .Waldorf. 4 

Euzelian; Naughty-Naught; Georgia Club; Secretary V. W. C. A., ’o4-’o5; 
Secretary Class ’05. 

Virginia Willingham .Macon, Ga.Waldorf. 1 

Euzelian; •!» M; Georgia Club; Treasurer Y. W. C. A., ’05-’06. 


Hazel Willis . 

. . Vicksburg, Miss . . . 

. . . Tinnyment. . 

. 1 

Elsie Wills. 

. . Dallas, Texas. 

. . . Waldorf. . . , 

. . 2 

Euepian ; Texas Club. 
Mary Williams . 


. . . Waldorf. 

• 4 


Euepian; TO II; Kentucky Club. 

Macie Williams .Arvonia, Va.Main.4 


Mohican: Sheba Club. 

Madeline Wicks .Houston, Texas.Main.. 

Texas Club; California Club. 

Bessie Witten .Bluefield, W. Va.Waldorf.1 

West Virginia Club. 

Brent Witt .Richmond, Va.Main.2 

Euepian; A T B; Vice-President Capitol Club; Class *05; O. O. O.; M. M.; 
Quarterly Staff; Crusader. 

Ellen Witt .Richmond, Va.Main.1 

Euepian; Naughty-Naught; Secretary and Treasurer Capitol Club; Vice- 
President Class’08; M. M.; Crusader. 

Emily Woodall . Covington, Ky .Waldorf . . . . 2 

Euepian; Naughty-Naught; T. A. R., Kentucky Club; Captain of Mohican 
Team; President Class *07; Light Feet. 

Claudia Wood .Little Rock. Ark.Waldorf . . . . 1 

Euepian. 

Harriet Woodroop .Mooresvillc. Ala.Main.3 

Euepian; •!* K K; Secretary and Treasurer Alabama Club. 

Lucilb Woodruff .Columbus. Ga.Waldorf . . . . 1 

Euzelian; «l* M ; Georgia Club. 

Hattie Woods .Flatonia. Tex.Main.3 

Texas Club. 

Mildred Woolford .Cambridge, Md.Tinnyment . . . 1 

Bentley Wysor .Clifton Forge, Va.Main.1 

Euzelian. 

Edna Wright .Summit. N. J .Main.. 

Euzelian ; A T B; O. O. O. 

Mary Wortham .Austin. Tex . . ..Waldorf . . . . 3 

Euepian; K A; Texas Club; Yemassee; President Athletic Association; 
Class ’05; O. O. O.; Cotillion Club. 

Katharine Zbitlbr .MooresviHe. Ala .Main.3 

Euepian; *l» K K; Alabama Club. 
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Senior Clasps 



Anita A. Cocke . ..Texas 

A. B. f President Class ’05; President Y. W. C. A.,’04- 
’05; Euzelian; Texas Club; Crusader. 

i4 Why don’t the men propose, girls, 

Why don’t the men propose?” 


Maky J. Chandler .Tennessee 

Literary Degree ; Vice-President Class ’05; K A; Ed- 
itor-in-Chlef Spinster ; Euzelian; Tennessee Club ; 
T. A. R.; O. O. O. 

“ I am Sir Oracle, 

And when I ope my lips, let no dog bark.” 


r i 
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Lila R. Willingham .. Georgia 

A. B.; Secretary Class ’05; Secretary Y. W. C. A., ’04- 
’05 ; Euzelian ; A P; Georgia Club. 

“ Superior wisdom is superior bliss.” 


Blanche C. Bell. South Carolina 

A. U.; Treasurer Class ’05; Editor-in-chief the Quar¬ 
terly; Final Euzelian President; South Carolina 
Club; S. S. S. 


“ What I say I stick by.” 


Laura Barksdale . South Carolina 

A. B.; Euzelian; South Carolina Club. 

“ Her silence is more musical than any sound.” 


Mahel Bower ... Virginia 

A. B.; Euzelian. 

“Daughter of the gods,divinely tall, and most divinely fair.” 


2.1 




















Gussie Bowles .Virginia 

Eclectic Degree ; Euzelian ; Vice-President Y. W. C. A., 

’o4-’°5. 

“ Life is a jest, and all things show it, 

I thought so once, but now I know it ” 



Emily Campbell .Virginia 

Eclectic Degree; Euzelian. 

“ Melancholy marked her for her own.” 


Roy Denman .Texas 

A. B.; Euepian; Texas Club. 

“ None but herself can be her parallel.” 


Bkbk Denman .Texas 

Eclectic Degree ; Euepian ; Mohican ; Texas Club. 

“ Oh, for a forty-parson power.” 


*4 




Wilcie Dickerson. .Alabama 

Eclectic Degree; Euzelian; Alabama Club; K. K. K. 

44 A dearth of words a woman need not fear.” 


Louise Gedge . ... Illinois 

Eclectic Degree; Poet Class ’05; Euzelian; <l» M P; 
Associate Editor of Spinster ; Cotillion Club. 

44 There is a pleasure in poetic pains, which only poets know.” 


Sin a Lee Harris. Kentucky 

Literary Degree : Euzelian; Kentucky Club ; *l» M V ; 
Crusader. 


44 Still amorous, fond and cooing, 
Slna and Hallieare wooing.” 


Maude Johnson. Virginia 

Eclectic Degree; Capitol Club; Leader Yemassee Root 
ers, 

“Come out on the campus,'' says Maude, and “loudly we will root, 

We'll help the Reds to win the game as on our horns we toot.” 


2 5 


















Virginia 


Lucy Lee Jones . 

Literary Degree; Euzelian. 

“ Her voice was ever soft, gentle and low.” 


Lydia Kimbrough. . Tennessee 

A. B; Euzelian; Tennessee Club; President Euzelian 
Open Meeting. 


I’ve done my duty, 

M y conscience is clear.” 


Edith Kyle .Georgia 

Eclectic Degree ; Euzelian ; «l» M ; Georgia Club. 

“ I know is all that Edith saith ! 


Anna Kusian .Virginia 

Eclectic Degree ; Euepian ; - 1 * I*; E. S. C. 

“At best a contradiction still.” 
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Louise Lamar 


Georgia 


Eclectic Degree; Euzelian ; ‘l» M ; Georgia Club. 

'* Not stepping o’er the bounds of modesty.” 


Eleanor Lambert . . 

A. B. 


Red as a rose is she.” 


. Virginia 


Alice Maxwell. South Carolina 

Literary Degree; Euzelian; South Carolina Club. 

“ Behold the child, by Nature’s kindly law, 

Pleased with a rattle, tickled with a straw.” 


Mabel Morris. Texas 

Literary Degree ; Euepian ; Texas Club. 

** Just enough of learning to misquote.” 
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Mary Nottingham .Virginia 

A. B.; Euzelian; Prophet Class ’05; Associate Editor 
Quarterly ; Yemassee; Sheba Club. 

“ You write with ease to show- your breeding, 

But easy writing’s curs’d hard reading.” 


Grace Prichard .West Virginia 

Eclectic Degree ; Euepian ; West Virginia Club. 

M Still to lx* neat, still to be drest. 

As if you were going to a feast.” 


Ethelyn Potts .Tennessee 

Eclectic Degree; Euzelian; Tennessee Club. 

** The woman that dreams is lost.” 


Ethel Pilcher .Virginia 

Eclectic Degree; Treasurer Euzelian; Chairman of 
Students; Secretary Y. W. C. A., Vxj-’os ; Captain 
Yemassees; Sheba. 


“ It is good 

To lengthen to the last a sunny mood.” 


* 


•> 
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Hallie Patterson 

Literary Degree. 


Virginia 


She sighed and looked unutterable things at Sina Ixe. 


Bessie Randolph .Virginia 

Literary Degree; Euzelian; Historian Class’05. 

“ Whence is thy learning ? Hath thy toil 
O’er books consumed the midnight oil ?” 


Olive Skeggs .Alabama 

A. 13 .; Euepian; Alabama Club; K. K. K. 

I’ll rant as well as thou.” 


Brent Witt .Iexas 

Eclectic Degree; Euepian; Capitol Club; A T B; 
Associate Editor Quarterly ; O. O. (). 

Of all the arts In which Brent d<x*s excel, 

Writing’s the one which she thinks she does well. 
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Anna Watkins 


South Carolina 


Literary Degree; Secretary Euzelian; South Carolina 
Club; Associate Editor Quarterly. 

“ In the spring the young man’s fancy 
Lightly turns to thoughts of ” —Nancy. 


Lydia Wilhite .South Carolina 

Classical Degree; Vice-President Euzelian Open Meet¬ 
ing; South Carolina Club ; < 1 * M. 

“ Such joy ambition finds.” 


Mary Wortham .Texas 

Literary Degree; President Euepian Lee Evening; K A; 
Texas Club; President Athletic Association; Yem- 
assee; O. O. O. 

“ The glass of fashion and the mould of form.” 


Senior Class Poem 


Farewell, dear Hollins, and ye hills - 
Farewell! Farewell 1 Forever! 

With joy we toss aside our books; 

But we’ll forget thee, never! 

In thy paths which we, these years, have trod 
Though not always decked with flowers, 

At points, where they were needed most, 

We’ve found some shaded bowers. 

Though thorns, sometimes, our feet have pricked — 
Though our ways were beset with ills, 

Thy motto, Hollins, we obeyed: 

We raised our eyes to thy hills. 

They, in stately, solemn grandeur, 

Taught us, though a word they spoke not 
What, unlike lessons in school books - 
Will ne’er be, by us, forgot. 

Forgive us that we are joyful, 

You realize why it is so; 

’Tis joy for work we’ve accomplished, 

And not that from you we go. 

You must know, dear Alma Mater, 

That down deep in each Senior’s heart, 

A sigh and a tear doth linger, 

That now all of us must part. 

Scattered must be all thy children, 

Each one must go where fate doth send. 

There is some work for every one, 

Each has her own life to spend. 

Yet each will ever remember, 

E'en when with age she doth totter, 

These years she has stayed, worked and played, 

’Neath thy roof, dear Alma Mater. 

So, farewell, dear Hollins, and ye hills! 

Farewell! Farewell! Forever! 

With joy we toss aside our books; 

But we’ll forget thee never. 


The guides you gave to direct us, 

So faithful, so true and so tried, 
When by work we were o’erburdened 
Kept us from turning aside. 

To them we will e’er be grateful, 
That we can so truthfully say, 
They’ve done what was merely duty, 
In more than in duty’s way. 


3» 


C. L. Gedge. 











## |Ir ante Sjuftnrir nf ODitr Sruiurr GllaftV.” 


It if w=lle un d erftood* when we fee fo mani* of our e fair e ma y des about 
to Ie a ve their* happie days of fc h ool, that we fhoul d e look c backwards 
alb e it onli* a lytt e l upon ye caufes of our greate fucceff in all thyngs b G the 
large and fmall*. It feemet h good e to uf that we do thif not Q nlie for o u re 
owne benefits, but becaufe it feeme‘h to uf our c mofte ftricte and 
b°unde n e dutie that we advife af m u ch e af lieth in oure powe r e certaine 
giddie J u niors. Thefe dev°tees of Follie, an unjuft Fate hath giv*ne uf af 
the needy fu b bjectes of that goo d e counfde which we by r eafonc of oure 
wifdo m e and g r eate glor‘e are mofte hig h lie fitted to befto w e. Th c refore 
we would e befpeake for o u rfelves youre kynde heede, ye who woulde 
wonhilie foll°we oure amazy n ge, gre a te fucceff. 

To o u re certa'ne knowledg c there hath n«t beene, nor ever will be, ye 
like of ye claffe that hath thif yea r e purfued ye roya'e road e to learnyn g e. 
Oure n u mber giveth uf diftinct'o 11 and mayhaP no fmalle p r yde. In Septem¬ 
ber fo fwiftlie had oure number gr°wne and large that it fee m ed mofte 
fittynge to us, therfore, to make largere o u re Affem b lynge Halle. 

And here b*cometh plaine o u re ftrykynge origin a litie even 6 fr°m y e verie 
firste of oure ca r eere. It waf onlie upo n ye occafion of oure fir*te meetynge 
that o n e of our 6 mofte worthi c Seniors had her knowledge of ye worlde 
fevered tested by a pratthnge Juni°r, who thuf addreffed her: 

“ A n d praxe, Madame, why if it t h at y e Seniore 8 be fo puffed up 
with pryde? It feem 6 th a ftr a nge and moft un c omelie thynge to me!” 

“ W h eref°re?" quothe ye Senior with a h a ughtie aire, “if it not be- 
c a ufe we are to w*nn 6 oure she*pefkmnes and graduate in thif verie yeare? 

“Verilie, and what may a fheepeskinn* be?” replied y e innocent 6 ma y de. 
“ I myfelf c take two junior claffes, but mayhape I fhall c gain my fh**peskin n es 
n*xt y*ar." 

“Tru*,” quoth* ye Senior, “and v*rilie ’twill be moft eafi e that thou 
fhou'dft in on* yeare gain* fix fhe*p*fkinn 6 s and mayhape a diftinction 
or two.” 
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But ye knowynge Junior wente her waye, albeit puffed with pryde. 

Th‘f claffe hath gained y e Pry v ileges fo longe foughte by ye claffes of 
form*re yeares. So gre a te if ye c onfidence in uf that we may evene studie 
when all* ye othere fc h olar* fleep fou n dlie in their lytte 1 beddes, or 
conne boo k es by ly^hte of ye fmalle wax* candles. When ringe*h ye 
belle of ten of ye clock*, downe creepe ye tru 5 tie Seniores to ye quiete, 
lyttel nookesof ftudie. Thif and other* pleafynge privilege* are gra a nted uf 
by reafone of o u re mofte origin a le merites, and it if onl‘e by ftricteft and 
mofte upryg b te conduct* that oure fucceffors may retaine ye hygh* pofiti°ne 
to which we have att a ined. 

Ye afo r efaide originaliti* waf fhowne on ye birthdaye of our p a triote. 
Georg* Wafhingt°n, when we with ye Junior* cel*brated thif merrie 
feafte. Ye dames with th*ir flo w erede hikes and powde r ed lock*s footed 
ye dainti* minuette, while ye fwo r des of ryg h te gallante gentlem*n 
cla n ked mofte boldie in th*ir fcabbardes. Verili* there nevere hath 
been* fuch bly‘he hofpitalitie of on* claffe to anoth*re fince ye oldene dayes 

In oure claff* hath been found fuch d r amatick talent that we m y ghte 
even* wry’e a playe, which we performed fo clev*rlie that no claffe 
bef°re or fince myght* claime fuch* greate diflinct l on. 

And now ye clear-minded reader may perc*ive the underlying* 
caufes of our* claffe’s glori*. 

If fo be that ye knowy n ge Junior*, y* giddve Sophomores and ever 
g r eene Frefhies would reach* oure greate height* of barnynge and 
diftinction*, ye mufte followe our r example. I hen wil*e ye be merri* 
and care-free, mofte learned 6 in book*s, and beft of all* fou«hte after by ye 
Faculti*. In footh* we muft advife that ye walk** circumfpectlie along* 
ye gall*ries, and never crowd* at ye din'ng-room doo r es. 

I 1 would 6 be harde for our* mofte far-feey n ge prophet** to t 6 lle what 
maye be th c fu’ure of thif fo greate claffe. We trufte that our in d uftrie, 
oure witt r , and moft 6 fweete cong 6 nialitie may be with uf alw n ys, and fo 
withe affect'on and regretted and mofte brghte hopes we give you ou r e 
farew*lle. 

B*ffie Ca r ter Randolph*. 
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Flower 

Black-Eyed Susan 


\«y>k 

Junior Class 


Motto 

(Jui lente it, longum 


Colors 

Black and Gold 


President . 

Vice-President .... 
Secretary and Treasurer 
Historian . 


(Oftirrra 

.Rose McGuire Satterfield 

.Frances Ligon 

.Lallie Lee Carpenter 

. Flossie Denman 


IKnll (Tall 


Mary Anderson Anna Campbell Mary Stuart Cocke 

Lallie Lee Carpenter Flossie Denman 

Frances Ligon Lucy Puryear Margaret Bagley 

Rose McGuire Satterfield Mary Burwkll (Special Art) 


Belle Cave 


May Collins 


Eleanor Dailey 


Pearl Grosjean 

Josephine Maden Aylette Henry 

Vivian Hohmann (special music) 
Courtney Rountree Kate Steiner 

Bess i e Porter (special art) 

Marietta Walk up Mary Williams 

Lily West 


Marie Gedge 

Ella Leonard 
Elise Miles 

Evelyn Talbot 
Nell Voss 
Harriet Wood roof 
Lula Virden 
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Annuls of Ihe Junior Class 


I N the most prosperous days of the reign of Satterfield the Great there 
came unto me the wise men of the kingdom, who spake, saying: 

“() scribe, write for the Great Book of Records a faithful account 
of the deeds and sayings of the mighty body of Juniors of the most renowned 
Kingdom of Hollins.” 

And for many days 1 pondered deeply, and then I took up my stylus and 
prepared to write, but my heart was heavy within me, for the glory of the 
Juniors was mighty and my tongue halted when I would strive to recount 
the records of their surpassing knowledge and power. 

Nevertheless, these following annals 1 inscribed that those who are of 
this kingdom may remember, and those who come after may read, the history 
of the Junior Class. 

Now in the last days of the ninth month of the year of our Lord nineteen 
hundred and four the subjects of Satterfield the Great assembled with such 
dignity and gravity as befitted so reverend a body. And on the right hand of 
the Royal Seat there sat the most high Vice-Ruler, and on the left the 
Keeper of the Monies and Guarder of the Book of Laws. 

And at this meeting a multitude of new subjects swore fealty to the 
right gracious ruler; and the Keeper of Monies caused to be bestowed upon 
them emblems, that they might he known from the tribes of Sophomores 
and Freshmen. 

And after this the hearts of the Class were filled with pride and rejoic¬ 
ing. for they knew that their Class was destined to he the first in which there 
should be none of less rank than that of Bachelor of Arts. And though they 
perceived that their numbers would be sore diminished ere the final goal 
could be attained, they even labored much and faltered not on the steep 
pathway. And the other tribes and the Most High Powers of the kingdom 
saw and marveled greatly at their discretion and attainments, and whispered 
among themselves, saying: 

“ Surely never before were there such as these! * f And the Class grew 
and prospered until it waxed most strong. 

Now in the second month of the year of our Lord nineteen hundred and 
five, the Ruler of the Senior Class addressed her subjects, saying unto them: 
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“ Lo! let 11 s set before the Juniors a mighty feast, because of their high rank. 
So a most royal entertainment was prepared and the two classes met together 
and spent the time in feasting and merriment. And in due time the Juniors 
did, in their turn, right courteously entertain the Seniors at a most novel 
merry-making, where there were bestowed rich gifts and where there was 
much laughter and music. 

But now, in the midst of the merry-making, the Most High Powers of 
the realm imposed on the Class mighty labors, and the people cried out in 
sorrow and wrath, but it was of no avail. And many crammed not, so that 
in the Great Trial of Wits they were found wanting and so condemned. But 
the Chosen Few shall pass into the high and mighty seats of the Seniors, and 
there shall they shine most marvelously until that there shall be bestowed 
upon them the right honorable reward of the B. A., and the name of the 
Class shall resound through the land, and the people thereof shall cry aloud 
its praises. 

Now at the close of the Junior year the Class did write out their laws 
and maxims, that those who come after may he taught by them and led into 
places of High Honor. And these are they: 

f. Be ve not over-independent, hut see that ye have a teacher for a 
Darling, for such as these are beloved of all the Faculty. 

II. Remember ye ahvay that Uncle Billy loveth a lengthy spieler, and 
an argument with him is more to be avoided than stepping on logos tail. 

III. Also we say unto ye, “ Remember ye your ways and take up your 
books and cram, for the day of Finals approacheth. 

IV. Go ye not overmuch to feasts and the store, that your good name 
may live long in the mouths of the teachers. 

V. Bluff ye, () ye shirkers, most assiduously, that your average may 
approach even unto the Golden. 

VI. Be ve more politic than the Seniors, and give ye not a play that 
would seem to ridicule the Faculty, for remember ve the Foolish Children 
and the Bears. 

VII. Avoid ye the Senior Privileges, for truly we say unto ve, they are 

pitfalls for the unwary. F. F. IX, Historian . 
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Sohiwinore Class 


(flftirmi 

President .Emily Woodall 

Vice-President .Ethel Thomas 

Secretary and Treasurer .Lora Crump 

Historian .Catherine Jones 


Armitage, Laura 
Abercrombie, Isabel 
Barksdale, Helen 
Barksdale, Mary 
Blount, Kathleen 
Briggs, Grace 
Caldwell, Mabel 
Chapman, Nancy 
Correll, Ethel 
Crump, Lora 
Francis, Mildred Lee 
Graham, Louise 
Hall, Louise 
Hover, Hazel 


(Class Soil 

Johnston, Helen 
Jones, Daisie 
Jones, Mary 
Morris, Nellie 
Patton, Lucy 
Radford, Selene 
Robinson, Elsie 
Routh, Verna 
Seay, Annie 
Steiner, Frances 
Thomas, Ethel 
Trolling k r , M a r g a r e t 
Wallace, Frances 
Witten, Bessie 


Wood, Claudia 
Woodall, Emily 
Dub, Madeline 
Siiuey, Katherine 
McKee, Margaret 
White, Sadie 
Dixon, Louise 
Voss, Mabel 
Chisholm, Vida 
Morley, Myrtle 
Kearfott, Mary Lou 
Jones, Catherine 
Daugherty, Juliet 
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Sophomore Class I lisloru 


S OPHOMORE! The name sounds well, in spite of the jokes and other 
unpleasant things that have been heaped upon us. I las not the “ college 
Sophomore ” almost passed into a proverb—one typical of audacity 
and self-assurance? And very unjustly, sav we, the Sophomore Class of 
nineteen hundred and five at Hollins Institute. Surely we are as well- 
behaved a set of young ladies as one could wish to see. We do not give 
ourselves many airs, and if we do not exactly envy the Freshmen, neither 
do we laugh at their verdant freshness. On the whole we rather pity them 
—they arc so innocent. 

()ur story is easily told. When last fall we returned to these halls of 
learning it was as '* old girls ” and “ Sophs." That fact in itself was enough 
to prevent homesickness. Early in the session a sign on the bulletin-board 
summoned us to the gymnasium for the purpose of organizing the Sopho¬ 
more Class. Several meetings were necessary to get the machinery in order 
and to elect officers, which was very wisely done. Then arose the momentous 
question: Should we purchase rings or pins? Having satisfactorily settled 
these things, all was well. 

W e saw hard work before us, but not one whit daunted we began to 
strive in earnest to do credit to our Class. ()ur hopes are set upon giving 
our sister classes something better to think about with regard to the “ Sophs " 
than their pride and their arrogance, but rather to show them, and the whole 
world, that we mean business, and that we are one year advanced in deed 
as well as name. Catherine Page Jones. 











iTeshmcm Class 


(Sflucra 

Mary Watts. President 

Ellen Witt. Vice-President 

Edith Walters. Secretary 

Lillian Perry. Treasurer 

(Elam* Stull 

Miriam Briggs Anne Burgen Sophie Burgbn 

Eva Baker Mabel Cogbill Ellen Catogni 

Juliette Daugherty Gena Ferst Emma Powlkes 

Rose Hayward Sully Hayward Lula Luck 

Florence Lockhart Truxey Lackland Newell Rountree 

Charlie May Scott Eveline Siiirky Eugenia Smith 

Josephine Susong Alice Thomson Louise Higgbnbotham 

Alice Kelsey Rebekah Philips Anna Shotwell 

Bentley Wysor Laura Walker Elm a Love 
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I iLsfory ot fhe Freshman Class 


A FTER seeing various signs go up for call meetings of the awe-inspiring 
Seniors, reserved Juniors, and superior Sophs, we poor souls, who 
could not be identified with any of these, organized a Class. In due 
order officers were elected, and pins gotten with the dim figures 08 on them, 
and even the revered Seniors do not feel so important as we'green Freshmen. 
In fact, we made a great stride forward in college spirit by planning a most 
elaborate entertainment for the Sophs. But alas! our college spirit, and every 
other kind of spirit, was soon spirited away by the laughs of the school. 

Now, in our Freshman year, 08 seems mighty far into the dim, distant 
future, but at this earthly Paradise (?) we doubt not that the day will come 
only too soon when we shall be dignified Seniors, and shall have our chance 
to show the Faculty “ how others see them.” 


Ellen Witt. 



































Suh-Jimior Class 


(Ofttrrni 


Minnie Belle Grant . 
Pauline Purcell . . . 
Lucille Aston Loyd . 

ANT()IN ETTE SI.EM MONS 


. President 

. Vice-President 

. . . . Secretary and Treasurer 
. Historian 




Elizabeth Bibb 
Louise Clark 
Annis Clark 
Emma Carson 
Minerva Embry 
Minnie Belle Grant 
Louise Moore 


(Elans Hull 

Pauline Purcell 
Blanch Hills 
Pearl Hudson 
Lucille Loyd 
Jean Mangum 
Margaret Mac k 


Nina Richardson 
Julia Richardson 
Ethel Savory 
Antoinette Slemmons 
Mamie Walker 
Mabel Wilkins 

K ATHARIN E Z EITLER 


Hollins at present is in a course-raising crisis, and we -used-to-be -would-be—then 
would-not-be, and at last now and forever more Sub-Juniors — were the first to suffer. 
Last September it was the popular thing to join the Junior Class ; so we, with the multi¬ 
tude aspiring to Seniorhood, attached ourselves to that all-embracing octopus. For by 
twisting and doubling in science and math., we at length could gain one of Hollins’ much- 
coveted Minor degrees, but alas 1 Minor degrees will no longer exist. Only those Juniors 
who could with ease take A. B. degrees thought best to stay in that wee small class. 

We, seeing 1906 Seniorhood vanishing slowly in the distance, the longed-for Minor 
degrees dissolving before our very eyes, resolved to withdraw from the class with 
dignity. Thanks to Dame Fortune we were in the Junior Class when entertained by the 
Seniors. Soon after this we withdrew and our class was immediately formed, the offi¬ 
cers elected, and everything settled. In fact, not unlike Minerva, we sprang from the 
Junior Class, landing on our feet, and now, as Sub-Juniors, we take our stand and line up 
in the ranks to answer at the roll-call of the classes. 

A. S. 
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“Advice to the Young in Palatable Pills.” 


I 

Sally Maloney lost her “pony ” 

Sad that he was a roamer! 

Leave him alone and you’ll go home, 

Without your Latin Diploma. 

II 

If you’d have a score of darlings, 
Scattered all along your way, 

And you'd be supplied with “ Huylers,” 
He a “hero” in the play. 

Ill 

If you’d always capture votes, 

And hold a place of state 
Present your friends, one pound around, 

Of Peter’s chocolate. 

IV 

If you’d be a teacher’s darling, 

Never skip and never rush, 

Always go out walking daily, 

Always eat the “ Hollins mush.” 

V 

If to laugh you are not able, 

I)o not sit at Mrs. Duke’s table, 

If the jokes you do not see, 

Laugh so much the more loudly 

VI 

When your parents get your report, 

And ’tis not printed in letters of gilt, 
Hear it bravely; smile a little 

Do not cry over milk that’s spilt. 

VII 

If in school you’d be a leader, 

And be rushed by all the “ frats;” 

Lend your neighbors all your wardrobe, 

Scruple not to lend them hats. 

VIII 

If you’d be appreciated— 

Have your efforts not deemed chaff— 
Hide your wits from your companions, 
lie not on the Spinster staff l 



/Is Others See Us 


Scene: Hollins campus. Chapel , back stage. Entrance to Main Building 
on right; “ Tinnyment" on left. Huge barrel R. labelled 
"Receptacle for Tears." 

Enter Miss Parkinson , ringing a bell violently. She is goivned in dark blue , 
and wears a heavy gray shawl; carries a basket on her left arm. 

Miss P. (anxiously). Dear me! It is almost time for the ’bus to 
arrive, and I wish the girls to go to their rooms so the campus may present 
a tidier appearance. If this were "store” day, I should be immediately 
surrounded by a clamoring, unladylike crowd and” — 

Enter a Yemassee rooter , yelling " Chick-a-lack-a " etc. Hair all down on 
shoulders , and a general dishevelled appearance. She runs against Miss 
P. stops violently and begins to arrange her hair. 

Miss P. "My child! Why, Sallie, I’ve never seen you in such a con¬ 
dition. What can you mean? Whv-er-this is unprecedented in the his¬ 
tory of Hollins! Are vour parents perfect iikathen to permit such con¬ 
duct?” 

Sally ( crestfallen , meekly). " Yes’m no’m. I’ve been rooting for 
basket-ball. ” 

Miss P. "Rooting! Horrible word! So suggestive of pigs! In my 
time, young ladies were taught to modulate their voices. Ah, here comes 
some little ‘gyirls’ whose example you will do well to profit by.” 

* 

«0 
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Enter jour little girls, dressed like children of six, hair parted severely in mid¬ 
dle, and braided in tivo tight plaits. White aprons. They carry hand¬ 
kerchiefs neatly folded in triangular shape. While they sing, Miss 
P. stands by and nods approvingly. 

Chorus of “Darlings of Miss P. " 

Air: “Coming thro ’ the Rye."* 

Nev'cr broke a regulation ; 

Never told a lie; 

Never want to have vacation — 

When I don’t know why. 

Always love to go to sections, 

Love to go to bed, 

Never nibble sweet confections 
When I am not fed. 

II. 

Never want to run or whistle, 

For ’tis not polite; 

Never make a wretched fizzle — 

When I don’t recite! 

When I meet a Roanoke student 
Never stop to talk, 

Never take a step imprudent 
When I do not walk! 

III. 

Never think or dream of lovers, 

Never mount a chair 

When a playful cat uncovers 
Mousie’s hidden lair. 

Never cough when boys are looking 
Never say “Ah, there!” 

In our rooms we do no cooking, 

Never rat our hair! 

IV. 

Never walk abroad in trios 
Never stare and gaze 

In big hats you never see us 
When at matinees. 

Never whisper during sermons, 

Always know the text, 

Don’t say Dutch when we mean German, 

Continued in our next! 

•From “ College Song*.” 
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Air: “ 1 want my William." 


“FOR POLICY’S SAKE.” 

I. 

We keep our rooms so nice and neat, 
We’re always ladylike and “sweet,” 

We take the teachers chocolate and cake, 
And this we do — for policy’s sake! 

II. 

We seldom ever send to the store, 

We consider skipping an awful bore, 

Of midnight feasts we never partake, 
And this we do -for policy’s sake! 



Sally, who has stood by looking at them contemptuously, steps jorivard and 
continues the song. 

Sally. 

III. 

I send to the store morning, night and noon, 

I consider skipping a precious boon ; 

I never study, I think it a fake. 

And this I do — for u good time’s sake! 

Miss P. elevates hands and eyebrows, and trips out. Chorus of her “Dar¬ 
lings" respond, pointing accusing fingers at Sallie. 

Air: “In the Good Old Summer Time." 

For a good old time’s sake, 

For a good old time’s sake 
She draws on her papa, she writes for more, 

Gets all that he can make! 

She cooks all day, she skips by night, 

And that’s a very g<x>d sign, 

The Faculty will call her down. 

For the sake of her “good old time.” 
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Sally (in disgust). “You messy little prisses! You make me tired. 
(Goes back stage , and looks L .) “Good heavens! Here comes a new girl! 
Get on to that garb, if you please!” 

Flourish of drums , rattle of wheels, stamping of horses' feet. Enter the new 
girl, Hetty Uptodate , until hair arranged in exaggerated Ethel Barrymore 
style. Huge “ burnt orange ” bows, am/ other details of costume elab - 
jjf" orately exaggerated so as to be “ ultra-smart . ” 57* c comes in with long 

strides, anti planks down suit-case, golf-sticks , billiard cues and tennis 
racket, chews gum violently and coolly surveys stage. 

Betty Uptodate to First Darling, (rapidly). “This Hollins? Great 
goodness, thought 1 never would get here, missed connection. I’m frum 
~ Texas; where you frum? (First Darling draws back in alarm.) Great 
howling balls of beeswax! You rival 4 non-shrink able flannels’ for drawing 
away. (Slaps the First Darling on the back.) Cheer up, sport, you may go 
to heaven when you die, you have no fun here, and you deserve a little. 
Sav, ever play golf, tennis, cards, or billiards, here? I’ve come well 
equipped!” 

First Darling. “No, we play ‘ Tiddle-de-winks. ’ ” 

Betty. “Oh, no! How can you stand it? Seems to me that the 
doctor would forbid such strenuous games. Do you play “Parcheesi” 
or ‘Jackstraws?’ 

First Darling. “ No; they’re too exciting and wearing on the nerves. ” 
Darlings stand with hands folded, and eyes cast down . Betty opens her 
Peggy bag, and takes from it a piece of chalk. She marks a chalk line on 
the floor, and surveys it with satisfaction and amusement. 

Betty (sarcastically). “There you precious little prunes, prisms and 
potatoes, walk the chalk-line off. You’ve evidently been used to walking 
a chalk-line all your lives.” 

(Darlings exit meekly, carefully following the line. Betty turns to the Yem- 
assee rooter.) 

Betty. “Ain’t they just too sweet?” 

Y. R. “They’ve always been troubled with a desire to conciliate the 
Faculty!” 

Betty and Yem. Rooter sing. 

Air: “Piccolo Solo." 

When to Hollins you roam, and you're far away 
from home, 

And you need a piece of good advice; 


Shun all things that are bad (though they’re apt 
to make you glad). 

However much they may entice! 

For, 

Save up vour money for the Christian ’Sociation, 

Study all the year for your final ’xamination. 

Read philosophy in your hours of recreation, 

(5 poken abru ptly) 

“That’s the way to conciliate the I'acultv!” 

Betty. “Come on. Let’s raise up some excitement here.” 

Yem. R. “ No, thanks. I’ve had my share. Besides (very haughtily) 
1 have to go to my fraternity meeting.” 

Betty (m uch im pressed). “What frat. ? ” 

Yem. R. “I me an my -er- State Club!” 

Betty (amused). “Many from your State? By the way, where are 
you from, anyway?” 

Yem. R. “Well—er- Montana. And—I—guest—I’m—the only 
girl from there'” 

Exit Yem. R. as a group of nine 44 Fraternity Girls ” enter. White sweaters , 
white hats, short black skirts. Their fraternity pins are of exaggerated 
size, made of pasteboard, with Greek letters “/. B. //. ” conspicuous. 
They stand at R. and hold an aside conversation, regarding Betty (L. 
stage). Betty kneels down and takes a pencil and a huge postal card 
from suit-case. 

Betty. “Gracious me! Tom has not written me yet and I’ve been 
here fully an hour! I’ll just drop him a postal!” (Writes busily.) 

First Frat. Girl (aside to others). “Gee! She’s swell. Let’s rush 
her!” 

Second Frat. Girl. “Let’s do. Wonder if she gets much spending 
money. She can help pay for our annual banquet. We’ll make her 
entertain. ” 

Third Frat. Girl. “ Don’t be too sure she’ll not turn us down. ” 

Fourth Frat. Girl. “ Let’s write her a note.” 

First Frat. Girl. “ Let’s don’t ( emphatically ). Notes get found. 
Besides, we don’t even know her name, and (impressively) she may not be 
from a good family!” 
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Second Frat. Girl. “That’s so. ( They draw near to Betty.) What’s 
your name? What’s your name, I say? ( Betty does not look up.) What 
is your name?” ( Betty rolls postal card into the semblance of an ear trumpet 
and holds it to her ear.) 

Betty. “Pardon me, but I do not hear well. You do not make your¬ 
self at all audible. ” 

First Frat Girl. “She is very impertinent. {Loudly.) “I asked 
what your name is.” 

Betty. “The true Virginian impertinence is all on your side. But 
since you seem anxious, I’ll tell you my name. It is very simple. Betty 
Smith Uptodate—may change later—er—Tom, you know! Suppose 
you tell your name? I had always considered it a breach of propriety, 
heretofore, to ask one’s name, but it seems to be a ‘ Hollins' custom.’ ” 

First Frat. G. {very pompously). “Cecilia De Von Tromp. ” 

Betty {surprised. “My! Very elegant and aristocratic, historical— 
novelish name! Would you mind repeating it? I’d like to store it away 
for future reference in case I should ever wish to impress my good friends 
with my aristocratic boarding-school chums! {Takes out note-book.) 
Repeat, please.” 

First Frat. Girl {very, very pompously). “Cecilia Alexandria Made- 
lvonia Francesca de Rimini de Von Tromp.” 

Betty. “Thanks, awfully.” {She writes busily.) 

First Frat. Girl {aside). ‘Let’s rush her, gyirls. I’ll start A-hem ! 
Betty, who arc you going to walk with after dinner, walk with me?” 

Second Frat. Girl. “Give me a chapel night.” 

Third Prat. Girl. “Gim’me, let’s see, gim’me {slowly) the fifth Sun¬ 
day night in every other month. That may be taken for all I know! I do 
have such a time with my dates, (i Conceitedly , and most blase manner). 
I have dates with some girls that 1 don’t give a pig for!” 

Betty {smiles). “Why, you overwhelm me, but I’d be delighted. 
(Fingers First Prat. Girl's pin.) What frat., may I ask?” 

All of Frat. Girls {very proudly), “lota Beta Pi.” 

Betty. “Er is— it— any one of those marked-down-initiation-fee 

frats.?” 

Frat. Girls {indignantly). “What do you mean?” 

Betty. “ I mean, can I join your select circle with alarm clocks, 
snakes, incense, skulls-and-cross-bones, coffins and all the other parapher¬ 
nalia of frats., all thrown in for S3.98 7-10?” 
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Frat. Girls. “Of course not!” 

Betty looks at them in feigned surprise. 

Betty. “Well, don’t be angry, I was only teasing.” {Picks up suit¬ 
case , and goes to door at L., turns and sings. Frat. Girls turn their backs.) 


Betty . Air: “Coon, Coon , Coon." 

Frat, Frat, Frat, 

I wish your price would change, 
Frat, Frat, Frat, 

You’re quite beyond my range! 
Frat, Frat, Frat, 

My hopes go up in smoke, 

I’d like to be your sister. 

But I’m broke, broke, broke! 


(Betty exits , laughing.) 

First Frat. Girl. “Isn’t she the most impudent thing? She needs to 
be taken down a peg or two. What shall we do? Oh, 1 know. Suppose 
that we pretend that we are going to have a feast in the library, and invite 
her to come. We can tell her it will be at eleven o’clock to-night and she 
will go prancing down and get caught.” 

Second Frat Girl. “That’s perfectly fine! She’ll run up against the 
whole Faculty because there is going to be a Faculty meeting to-night!” 
First Frat. Girl takes a note-book and writes. 

“ Dear Betty.—We invite you to a feast to be held in the 
library at eleven P. M. Just a small courtesy to a few new girls. 
Wear bed room slippers, but do not wear curl papers as they 
rattle when you slip under a table. Don t speak even in a whisper, 
and, above all, don’t chew too loudly! The Faculty will be 
sound asleep, but please exercise the proper caution. (holds 
note.) 

“There that will pay her back, the horrid old thing!’ 

Second Frat. Girl. “Yes, and we may get caught up with, and get 
a few more demerits. I’ve striven valiantly for a golden report, but I’ve 
evidently got too much brass in my composition, because 1 always get 
demerits for impertinence!” 

Fraternity Girls sing. 


55 











Air: “Absence makes the Heart grow Fonder .” 

Absence makes reports grow lower, 

That’s a fact we do deplore, 

And when your marks are sent home, 

You’ll be a-hankering after more! 

Distance does not lend enchantment, 

Though the space be e’er so long, 

Skipping makes reports grow lower, 

That’s the burden of our song. 

Enter “Darling” a girl of many loves. She is dressed simply. Hair 
parted and tied with enormous blue bows. 

First Frat. Girl. 4 Let’s send the note by this kidlet. (To Darling) 
Say, we want you to take this note to a girl here named Betty Uptodate. ” 
Darling clasps her hands and lisps ecstatically. 

Darling. “Oh, yeth! I’m trazy about her! The’th tho thweet!’’ 
Second Frat. Girl nudges First (aside). “Invite her, too.” 

First Frat . Girl. “ What fun! Say, kidlet, ever been to a feast?’’ 
(Darling's eyes grow large , and she shakes her head slowly.) 

First Frat. Girl. “No! Well, you’ve missed half your life and also 
a good many pangs of indigestion. There is going to be a feast in the 
library to-night at eleven—be sure to come. We have invited Betty in 
this note.” 

Darling. “Come! Of courth, I’ll come! Oh, blith and rapture! 
I have attained the higheth pinnacle of happineth!” (Runs off.) 

Frat. Girls. 


Air: “Til be There.” 

She’ll be there, 

And her life thenceforth will be full of care, 

When the hour-hand points to ’leven, 

She’ll be there! 

They'll be there, 

And oh! the sight will be so rare, 

No relief; she'll come to grief, 

For they’ll be there! 

bourtd Frat Girl . Speaking of being there!’ I’m never there 

until about fifteen minutes after the first triangle.” 


TRIANGLE SONG.* 


(Frat. Girls , Betty Uptodate , Darling , Miss P. and her little Darlings , 
and Yem. Rooter. 

Air: “Marching Through Georgia.” 

Sing a song together girls, we’ll sing it loud and 
clear, 

Sing it with a hearty will and voices full of 
cheer, 

Sing it as we used to sing ’way back in Freshman 
year, 

While we are marching through Hollins, 

II. 

Well, the old triangle knew the music of our 
tread, 

How the peaceful Faculty would tremble in their 
bed, 

How we danced upon the lawn by ghostly 
figures led, 

While we are marching through Hollins! 

CHORUS. 

Hollins! Hollins! 

Ring out the chorus free! 

Hollins! Hollins! 

Thy daughters fair are we! 

Cares shall be forgotten, all our sorrows flung 
away, 

While we are marching through Hollins! 

CURTAIN. 

ACT II. 

Time: Eleven P. M. of same day. Scene: The Library. Large “ Silence ” 
signs displayed conspicuously. R. table until an immense bell 
on it. L. a stand holding a dictionary. Stage at 
first dark , and gradually lighted. 

Enter Darling , attired in a kimono , cautiously on tiptoe , 

Darling. “Dear me! I’m the first one here, and it ith a little after 
eleven now. (Draws deep breath.) I thought I never would get here! 
Every board of the stair-stepth thqueaked and thqueaked and every time 

♦From “ College Songs." 
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I thought it wath a mouthe, and I jumped and it thqueaked more and 
more! I’ve got thuch a trembly feeling inthide! I know I need thome 
of Dr. Draketh cannon ballth, but ever since l took a moth ball by mith- 
take, I’ve been afraid to try again. 1 did hope I would have thome color 
tho Betty would think me pretty! But I gueth we won’t have much 
light, any way. (Hugs herself, ecstatically.) I uthed up all my toilet 
water and perfume and my room-mate’th bay rum tho I would thmell 
thweet! Oh, the ith the thweetest thing I ever knew! I wonder what 
I muth do to make her love me!” 

Enter Betty. She sees Darling and, ivith fingers to lips , utters a prolonged 

S-sssh: Then speaks to Darling. 

Betty. ‘‘Well, friend, we seem to be the only ones here. When are 
the rest coming? I don’t see any signs of eatables, do you? 

Darling (reproachfully). “Oh, what can 1 want with eatableth when 
you are near? (Growing enthusiastic.) Why, cheeth pallth on me! Pea¬ 
nut-butter growth thtale! Why (dramatically) I would even forego thoth 
adorable little butter-scotch wrapped in thilver paper for the pleasure of 
being with you!” 

Betty (aside). “Why, bless me! The child is really crazy about me! 
She’s an adorable little morsel, and it seems to be quite the thing to have 
a Darling. Anyway, I’ll bet those old girls are working a ‘skin game’ 
on us about this feast. Kisses are better than peanut-butter and much 
more digestible! (To Darling.) Kidlet, do you know what? I’m begin¬ 
ning to love you.” (Darling quite overcome.) 

Betty sings. 

Air: “On a Summer's Day." 

So don’t you see, 

You’d best agree 
To give me the key 

To your heart! 

Now, don’t you grin, 

’Twould be a sin, 

To have to win 
By art: 

So come along, 

We'll sing a song 
Our feelings now to state; 

We can’t have a feast, 

So now at least, 

We’ll have a tfete-a-tdte! 
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Betty and Darling advance to front of stage and sing, with arms around 
each other. 

Betty and Darling. 

Air: “/ Can't Do this Sum." 

Place on one and then one more (Kiss twice) 

You’re the girl I do adore! (Kiss twice) 

You can wear my Sunday hat, 

You can wear my rings, 

We don't care what people say, 

Wc are darlings! 

A ir: "My A ngeline. 

Burling: “ Oh, my Betty!” 

Hetty: “ My Darling !” 

Barling: “ 1 love but you.” 

Hetty: “Can this be true?” 

Darling: “Reciprocate!” 

Hetty: “ I've found my mate 1 ” 

Together: “ We take the cake for Darlings !” 

Enter Miss Terrell. Darlings hastily slip under table, and peep out from 

the cover. 

Miss Terrell (in agitation). “Heavens! When did Columbus dis¬ 
cover the fields of Klondike? No; that’s not right. My brain is in a 
muddle, I can not remember dates. Never again will 1 say ‘Exactly! 1 
When did Napoleon call the Council of Nicca? No, No! Let me see if I 
can name the decisive battles of the world. (Counting on fingers) San¬ 
tiago, Manila, Gettysburg — horrors! (Gets out encyclopedia). What was 
the difference between the temporal and spiritual power of the Pope? 
Never more can I trace it! (With determination) 1 will! (Opens book, and 
taking a piece of tissue paper , traces the printing.) I’ll take this directly 
from the standard!” (Miss Terrell at R.) 

Enter Dr. Drake. 

Dr. Drake. “Well, I don’t see many of my girls here! But that will 
be all right, its l will have time to meditate! That’s what l tell the Second 
Physiology Class. Wonder if those girls ever do fail to know where the 
lesson is? One does dot because she has First Physiology, too. There 
were not but three in class this morning. Did I ever tell those girls what 
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Carl Schneider said? He said ‘The common run of men know little and 
care less about natural phenomena, such as seeing, hearing, digesting and 
so forth.’ I hope none of my girls are like that. Let’s see! What is the 
class motto? Attendance and Attention! Of course, they have to 
attend first! Ha! Ha! I can’t teach them anything unless they are here! 
Then they must pay attention, and not write notes, read new books, or 
study other lessons. They think Physiology is a cinch, but the effects of 
examination require my nerve pills!” 

Enter Miss Bayne, carrying a stool labelled “DIGNITY .” She places it by 
table and stands on it. 

Dr. Drake. “Ah, Miss Bayne.” 

Miss Bayne. “Don’t anybody speak! Let no man utter when I am 
near! Silence! Can’t you see that the sign of the times is silence?” 

(Points to “Silence ” Signs.) 

Enter Mr. Duke , with hair rumpled. Mr. Duke draws a toy dog labelled 
“ Yenuissee. ” 

Mr. Duke. “Did you say sine? Now, in that wonderful study, Trig¬ 
onometry the sine is equal to the cosine times”- 

Mis* Bayne {loudly). “I’m not discussing s-i-n-e-s, but s-i-g-n-s, 
Mr. Duke! I can not understand why you think that mathematics makes 
the world go round!” 

Mr. Duke {proudly). “Mathematics proved that the world was 
round!” 

Miss B. bangs bell. “ Silence! Don’t speak! I’m standing on my dignity.” 
{Darlings hastily withdraw heads) 

Miss T. {coolly and sarcastically) “ Well, I’m digging in the Standard. 
Exactly! 1 have found out that the Pope never had any temporal power. 
It was all spiritual, and spiritual things are abstract, not easily grasped! 
So that exonerates me! {Puts on gloves , and arranges shawl) Fee, fi, fo, 
fum! I smell the blood of a Senior History girl! Woe be unto her ” 
j [Enter Mr. Cummings and Mr. Mack , gesticulating wildly.) 

Mr. Cummings. “Mr. Mack, let me confide in you! I am of the 
nature that craves pure sulphur water, and I am unable to induce any of 
these gentlemen of color to bring it to me! Now, Mr. Mack, what do you 
think of that? The perfidy of it! It makes me boil with rage!” 

Mr. Mack. “Friend Cummings, I sympathize heartily with you in 
your sorrow. Believe me, I too can not satisfy myself with mere limestone 
water! I must, I will have sulphur water!” 
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Filter Mr. Cocke, hands in pockets, lips pursed in a whistle . knocks 
against Mr Cummings. 

Mr. Cocke. “ Did you say sulphur water? Can you tell me if sulphur 
water is of H2SO4 or H,C%L3N6?” 

Mr. Cummings. “Hello, there, Estes. Where have you been?” 

Mr. Cocke. “ Philadelphia. To a scientist meeting!” 

Mr. Cummings. “No! Really? And what new scientific discov¬ 
eries were brought to light?” 

Mr. Cocke {shifts feet nervously). Well, l discovered more about 
modern theatrical methods than anything. {Whistle.) You see, I re¬ 
solved to go see all the good shows {twirls pencil absent-mindedly) and give 
what time was left to the scientists’ meetings! {Pause; whistle ; twirls pen¬ 
cils.) But, there wasn’t any—humph!—-time left!” 

Mr. Duke {steps forward.) “Estes, man! What made you tell? I ve 
been describing and dilating upon our trips and those scientific meetings 
at every meal since we returned.” 

Mr. Cocke. “What’s the diff? The girls won’t ever know!” 

Mr. Cummings {with an expressive shrug of his shoulders.) No indeed! 
Poor dears! They are easy! Yes! Well, I pretend that it was a very sim¬ 
ple process for me to learn to pronounce Old English. 1 don t boast, 
exactly, but 1 leave the dear creatures to infer that my knowledge of the. 
language was not gained through digging, but through my own ahem! 
{Taps forehead) mental power. For instance, there is a little word, 
“b-r-y-d” which 1 practiced on for months and months before 1 learned 
to pronounce it. Now, it is a very simple matter ■ 

{Mr. Duke, who has been endeavoring to interrupt Mr. Cummings , 
begins.) 

Mr. Duke. “Wait, Cummings! That reminds me of a pretty good 
joke I heard the other day —Ha! Ha! Ha! In Richmond, the other day, 

I met a friend—Ha! Ha! Ho! Ho! This is a peach of a joke, He! He! Well, 
this friend told me his coat would be long enough oh, no! 1 hat & the 
point of the joke! Never mind! {Cheerfully.) I 11 begin over, you 11 
simply die a-laughing when you hear this! A peacherino! I 11 begin 
over. 1 met a friend the other day in Richmond who told me 

Mr. Cocke. “Heavens, Duke!” 

Mr. Cummings {majestically). “ As 1 was saying, I worked and worked 
and now I will demonstrate how to pronounce “b-r-y-d.” It's dead easy. 
{Centre stage.) Observe! {Produces large linen handkerchief and mops 
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brow.) Just a slight moistening of the lips, so. ( Protudes tongue and 
round lips.) BRYD! (very loudly) Ah! ’tis Old English for bird! How 
poetic”— 

Mr. Duke. “I met a friend of mine in Richmond, Ha! Ha! Ho! Ho! 
who told me” — 

(All others put hands in pockets , turn their backs to Mr. D. and whistle.) 

Mr. Duke. “Oh, Pshaw! You all have no sense of humor! No 
one appreciates my jokes but my wife!” 

Enter Miss Parkinson. “I’m sure 1 beg your pardon for being late, 
but so many girls get excuses on Monday for Tuesday!” 

Enter Miss Williamson. “Really! Girls are such procrastinators’ 
I never give more than five original stories a week, and it’s a very rare 
thing when they are handed in on time!” 

Enter Miss Cleveland (carrying a copy of “ Marmion "). “Of course, 
you all understand, Scott, magnificent, you understand. 1 have been 
engrossed with him, or I would have been here before. Of course you 
understand. ” 

Enter Miss Thalia, carrying an armful of French exercise books. “ Dear 
me! You really don’t know how much time it takes to correct these 
exercises! But, do you know, every time I go over them I learn some¬ 
thing new! I make mistakes myself, and I sympathize with the girls, yes 
indeed I do. But the —twins”— 

Enter Mr. Mich, and Miss F. 

Mr. Mich. “Ve have been out valking. ” 

Miss F. (nodding head). “That’s true.” 

Enter Miss M. P. “Ah, I’ve been spending a pleasant hour with 
Cicero, or I would have been here sooner. It’s hard to tear oneself away.” 

Enter Miss Willie S. (softly). “Only been typewriting and making 
Christmas presents.” 

Enter Mrs. T. (wildly, incoherently). “Has anybody seen Joe? (Exit 
hastily.) 

Enter Miss Dickinson (garlanded with floufers). “Telegram for Mr. 
Duke, and an express package for me! What? Yes, flowers of course!” 
Faculty sing. 

Air : “Jolly Students' Chorus." 

We are the reverend Faculty, 

Of Hollins the old, the old, 

We have learning, we have wisdom, 

With our moral courage we’re bold! 
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When we speak before the masses, 
And give our words to the classes, 
Every girl says “Oh, Hark,” 

Every girl says “Oh, H&rk!” 



Air: “ John Brown's Body." 

We’re the Faculty of Hollins, 

We reduce the girls to mere skins, 

We find them out in their many, many sins, 

For we know it all! 

II. 

There’s not a single thing that we do not know, 

Why hail is hail and does not turn to snow, 

Why is thunder thunder, and what makes the winds blow, 
For we know it all! 

III. 

We would like to fly to other worlds unknown, 

There to find some facts quite unique and all alone, 

We know all things here, that is why we now do moan, 
For we know it all! 

IV. 

In the realm of Science, Literature and Art, 

We’re the ones that play a most important part. 

We know every place on a map and on a chart. 

For we know it all! 
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V. 


We would always squelch the girls each arid every one, 

We don’t understand why they want to have some fun, 

We will give them knowledge by the pound—nay by the ton, 
For we know it all! 

CURTAIN. 


ACT III. 

Scene: Hollins Campus. Chorus of Senior Class , attired in Caps and 

Gowns. 

Opening Chorus. Air: “Egypt." 

I. 

Far, far away I know they say, 

There’s “Uncle Billy’s” hand, 

A-waiting for to give us all 

A-standing in a band, 

A great and grand old sheepskin cream, 

Tied with blue ribbon, seen 
By all august and those we trust 
Of all our kith and kin! 

Most every Fresh and Sophomore 
Would like to have it too 
But ’less they work and mighty hard 
It’s difficult to do 

“Diploma” is our sheepskin’s name 
And beautiful we say, 

Sometimes we think she’s like the sphinx, 

And just as far away! 

CHORUS. 

I’m a goin’ to get you, Oh yes! My sweet diploma 
You arc a Jonah, but this is true! 

I’m a goin' to get you, Oh yes! you can’t escape me 
Unless you break me, Diploma dear! 

II. 

At night I dream and then I seem 
In a far distant land, 

And oh! its fair, no Faculty there, 

To evermore raise sand! 
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For now the day has died away 

When we did lack the nerve, 

To stop and play, for then they’d say 
A squelch you do deserve! 

We feel just like Alexander the Great 
With all his pomp and state, 

But then we spring, when ’larm clocks ring 
And find the same old fate! 

To shirk or work, just like a Turk, 

You will soon begin to pray, 

For now its only January 

And not Commencement Day! 

CHORUS. 

Enter President 0} Senior Class. She carries an enormous box labelled 

“ Privileges. ” 

President {loudly). “Girls! Young ladies! Seniors! Co-sufferers! 
Lend me your ears and your years of weighty study. I bear a hamper 
brimming over with Privileges! Hut, beware! Concessions are often 
more apparent than real. fA-hem! I learned that out of a book.) {Opens 
box, ami displays a huge bundle.) Now, friends, 1 am instructed to say, 
that—liberty is not license and above all things, you must be judicious in 
your conduct, since to you is granted these many privileges! I will now 
read them to you! {Coughs importantly , and begins to unwrap bundle. 
Several wrappings are thrown off , and a tiny velvet jewel case shown. From 
this is taken an extremely small piece of paper.) 

President. 


Privilege No. I. 

A Senior is allowed to cross the Campus from 8 A. M. to 5 P. 

M., if attended to by two or more other Seniors. 

Privilege No. II, 

On Monday evenings, the privilege of hanging around the 
dining-room door is given to each Senior in turn. 

Privilege No. III. 

If leggings, rain-coats, sweaters, bloomers and extra heavy 
shoes are used, over-shoes will not be necessary if a Senior does 
not go walking beyond the galleries. 
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Privilege No. IV. 


Seniors are allowed to go to library if attended by one 
member of the Faculty and also written permission from the 
Lady Principal. 

Privilege No. V. 

On Sunday morning, if Seniors are late they will receive 
only two marks. 


Privilege No. VI. 

Seniors may whisper on the galleries without fear of being 
expelled from the school. 

Ah, my dear schoolmates, this is unprecedented! We are privi¬ 
leged characters! Let us now make the most of our opportunities for we 
are Seniors!” 

Air: “I Can't Do this Sum." 

I. 

If an engine brought two hundred girls 
And dropped them at the station, 

The ’bus would bring them all to school, 

Some in tears and some in elation; 

If a new girl of an old should ask, 

Which of all is the best class, 

Would she Fresh., Soph, or Junior say, 

And let the Senior pass? 

No! No! No! 

CHORUS. 

Put up brains and get a degree, 

This is awfully hard, you see, 

You can work and work and work, 

Until you grow thin— 

We don’t mind such small things, 

Getting our sheepskin! 

II. 

Oh, its awfully nice to be a Senior, 

And jump when the hour-bell rings: 

Although we have precious privileges 
And other marvellous things: 
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I here are just some facts that still remain, 
The hardest ever tried, 

If we would not our record stain, 

By the rules we must abide! 

Yes! Yes! Yes! 


CHORUS. 

Oh, how nice to be a Senior, 

You bet it is, you bet it is, 

Gee! and take in all the fun, 

You bet we do, you bet we do! 
You can skip and skip and skip, 

Never crack a book, 

But for an exam., you can cram 
In some quiet nook! 


Enter hirst Frat. Girl and Second Frat. Girl in Caps and Gown. 

hirst Frat. Girl. “Well, have you heard from that horrible girl who 
referred to ‘bargains in Prats.’? And that other little turtle-dove effect 
whom we invited to the feast?” 

Second Frat. Girl. “Yes. They hid under the table, and the Faculty 
never touched them. Hard luck for us. Oh, Ca*sar! There they are!” 
Enter Darling and Betty. They see Fraternity Girls and walk past haught¬ 
ily. 

hirst Frat. Girl. “Er—we’re awful sorry, but we couldn’t possibly 
get to the feast last night. We all tried to pronounce Old English and our 
tongues grew so twisted that we didn’t get them straightened until the 
first triangle for breakfast.” 

Darling {wearily), “Don’t bother uth! We’re going to take our 
‘souvenir spoon.* ” 

Betty and Darling sing. 

Air: “Please Go *Way and Let Us Sleep." 


Please go ’way and let us spoon. 

Nothing’s lacking but a moon. 
We have got but just till June. 

So please let us spoon! 

Exit Darling and Betty. 

Seniors sing. 
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A ir: “One More River. ” 


The Freshmen Class, they put up a sign, 

(We ’gwine to graduate soon!) 

They asked the Sophs to come and dine! 

(We ’gwine to graduate soon!) 

CHORUS. 

One more river and that one river is 
“finals,” 

One more river, just one more river to 
cross! 

II. 

The Sophomores are stuck-up and proud, 

(We ’gwine to graduate soon!) 

They laughed at the Freshies long and loud, 
(We ’gwine to graduate soon!) 

CHORUS. 

III. 

The Juniors think they’re swell and grand, 
(We ’gwine to graduate soon!) 

They think the school for them was planned, 
(We ’gwine to graduate soon!)— 

CHORUS. 

IV. 

The Juniors buy both caps and pins, 

(We 'gwine to graduate soon!) 

But they can’t hide their many sins, 

(We 'gwine to graduate soon!) 

CHORUS. 

V. 

The Seniors have an elegant hall, 

(We ’gwine to graduate soon!) 

Nobody else is in it at all! 

(We ’gwine to graduate soon!) 

CHORUS. 

VI. 

The Senior Class, it can’t be beat, 

(’Gwine for to graduate soon!) 

In heaven we’ll have the highmost seat, 
(’Gwine for to graduate soon!) 

CHORUS. 
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VII. 

The Faculty are a grand old set, 

(’Gwine to graduate us soon!) 

The Senior Class they coddle and pet, 

(’Gwine to graduate us soon!) 

CHORUS. 

First Senior (steps forward and begins dramatically). “Ha! Listen 
to my tale of woe! I feel it my duty to warn my friends, the Freshies, 
Sophs and Juniors, against too much—er—sassiness in general before they 
arrive at the seventh heaven of Seniorhood! So list to my story. 

I. 

When first I came 

To these dear grounds, 

My ambition, soaring, 

Knew no bounds! 

II. 

The Freshmen have 

Such simple hearts, 

Why, I thought I’d take 

A Bachelor of Arts! 

But I didn't! 

III. 

I thought in my 

Simplicity 
The Editor of the 

Quarterly , I’d be! 

But 1 ain't! 

IV. 

I went down to practice, 

It surely did seem, 

I’d be elected Captain 

Of a basket-ball team! 

But / wasn't! 

V. 

’Twas then I thought, 

When a year should pass, 

I’d sure be President 

Of the Senior Class! 

But 1 ain'tJ 
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VI. 


Bright visions galore 

Came unto me, 

How I’d hold the eye, 

Of the Faculty! 

(But they didn’t seem to catch!) 

VII. 

And when I leave 

This dear old school 
I'll always follow • 

This one rule, 

'* Hitch your wagon to a star,” 

So much does on that act depend ; 

But keep your balance and hold on tight, 

Or you’ll surely fall out the back end. 

Senior President. “That’s true to nature! But I’ve a sadder story. 
I never thought I would regret leaving exams., and squelches, and public 
reading of reports. But, somehow, its the memory of the pleasant things 
that remain—of the friends we’ve made, of the hours of care-free happi¬ 
ness—and though I thought 1 would be glad to leave —‘But I ain’t.’ ” 
Senior Chorus. 


A ir: “ Sleep Little Baby of Mine. ” 

No other year shall see, 

This Class together again, 

There’s a sigh in each heart, for soon we must 
part, 

Each now her own life to spend; 

In the years to come, 

Let us never forget! 

The years we’ve stayed and worked and played. 
Will cling in our memory yet! 

Now farewell, now farewell, dear old Hollins! 

( Softly) Now farewell, now farewell, dear old Hollins! 

CURTAIN. 
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THE TWELVE COMMANDMENTS 

Of Hollins Institute 


Thou shalt not use thy room-mate’s brush— 

This is a crime, indeed; 

Thou shalt not wear thy neighbor’s clothes, 

Nor yellow novels read. 

Thou shalt not from thy window lean 
And flirt with strangers gay; 

To higher things thy mind should tend 
On holy Sabbath day. 

On Sunday nights thou shalt not talk, 

Nor hang around the door: 

Thou shalt not skip at dead of night 
Upon a creaking floor. 

On singing books thou shalt not sit 
Unless thou shouldst oppress 
The sacred hymns that dwell therein 
And the leader thus distress. 

Thy friend’s wash-rag thou shalt not use— 

This is a stringent rule 
Which should be kept, we have been told, 

*■ By a way-faring man, though a fool.” 

Thou shalt not steal thy neighbor’s bath, 

If righteous thou wouldst have her grow, 

For cleanliness and godliness 
Are virtues that together flow. 

Thou shalt not to thy meals be late— 

A rule to bear in mind, 

Lest on thy quarterly report 
Demerits thou shalt find. 

In reading-room thou must be mum. 

All talking must eschew, 

And do to others as thou wouldst * 

a. That they should do to you. * 

—K. B. T. 


•rom 1900 Sr Inst mk. 

4 welve commandments snould be ever with us. 
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October .Lila Willingham . . 

November .... Mary Nottingham . 
December .... Ethelyn Potts . . . 

January .Lydia Kimbrough 

February .... Bessie Randolph . 

March .Frances Ligon . . . 

April . Sina Lee Harris . . 

May .Blanche Bell . . . 
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Virginia Willingham 
Lucile Woodruff 
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Lola Smith 
Mary Wortham 


Lora Crump 
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Mattie Fowlkes 

Mary Stuart Cocke 


Mary Wortham 
Mabel Morris 
Pauline Purcell 
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Pauline Purcell 
Virginia Means 
Flla Leonard 


Flossie Denman 
Lallie Carpenter 

Anna Parsons 
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Olive Skeggs 


Mary Wortham 
Hebe Denman . 
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EUEPIAN SOCIETY 







Hollins Theatre 


MONDAY, MARCH 20th, 1905. 


The Euepian Society 

PRESENTING 

“THE RIVALS” 

A Comedy in Three Acts-Richard Brinsley Sheridan 

Under the Management of 

Mrs. M. M. Harrison 


CAS T. 


Sir Anthony Absolute .. L. Smith 

Captain Absolute . L. West 


(Under the assumed name of Reverly.) 


Bob Acres . 

Sir Lucius O'Trigger 

David . 

Faulkland . 

Fag . 

Boy . 

Mrs . Malaprop . 

Lydia Languish . . • 
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. M. Wortham 

. It. Satterfield 

. N. Richardson 

. J. Richardson 

. A. Clarke 

. M. Williams 

Miss Mary Lou Thompson 

. Miss Nan Davis 
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Vice-President . 
Sec’y and Treas. 
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.Lucile Woodruff 

. . Lila Ross Willingham 
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Mrs. Ella Cocke . . . . Columbus 

Mrs. Cuthbertson. Atlanta 

Mrs. Lucian H. Cocke. Atlanta 
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WILLINGHAM WILLINGHAM 

‘ w v * * vihuihia 


Georgia Club 























Kentucky Club 
















Lydia Kimbrough. . President 

Mary Chandler. Vice-President 

Ethelyn Potts. Secretary and Treasurer 

Motto 


“ Eat and Run !” 

Flower 

Dog Fennel 

tttrmlirni 

Emma Carson Adah Caldwell 

Bessie Porter " Louise Kirven 

Sadie Cook Louise Hall 

Minnie Bell Grant 
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TENNESSEE CLUB 






Alabama Club 


Colors 

Song 

“ Alabama ” 

Motto 

Red and White 


“ Meet to Eat ” 

President . 

ODfttrrra 

. . . Kate Steiner 

Vice-President . 


. . . Wilcie Dickerson 

Secretary and T reasurer . . 

. 

. . . Harriet Woodruff 

Isabel Abercrombie . . . 

HHrmlirn? 

.Montgomery 

Kathleen Blount . . . 



May Collins. 



Wilcie Dickerson . . . . 



Fanny Drennan . . . . 



Alice Garth. 



Truxie Lackland .... 



Virginia Means. 



Olive Skeggs. 



Eugenia Smith. 



Kate Steiner. 



Lulu Virden. 



Harriet Woodruff . . . 



Katherine Zeitler . . . 




















































ALABAMA CLUB 









iflrmbrra 


Julia Armstrong. Austin Eugenia Mangum. Uvalde 

Bernice Barclay .... Temple Mabel Morris .... Karnes City 

Lucy Barham. Dallas Julia Richardson .... Austin 

Elisabeth Bibb . . . Fort Worth Nina Richardson. Austin 

Mabel Caldwell .... Temple Charlie Mae Scott . Fort Worth 

Anita Cocke. Brownsville Frances Steiner . . San Antonio 

Juliet Daugherty . . . Houston Mary Louise Thompson . Ft. Worth 

Bebe Denman .... San Antonio Elsie Wills. Dallas 

Flossie Denman . . . San Antonio Hattie Woods. Flatonia 

Roy Denman. San Antonio Mary Wortham. Austin 

Elma Love. Clarksville Madeline Wicks .... Houston 

Christine DeVitt. Fort Worth 
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Color Flower 

Blue and Gold Poppy 

Motto 

“ Eat, drink and be merry.” 

JHrmbrra 

Mattie Oarrette Woodland 

Ebelle Smith. Stockton 

Ruby Garretts .* * • Woodland 

Madeline Wicks . Los Angeles 

Pearl Garrbtte Woodland 


Nancy Chapman 


Ihuuirary 4Hrtttbrr» 


Virginia 
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Ccipilol Club 


Colors 

Delft-Blue and (iold 


Motto 

“On to Richmond” 

0) flu mi 


Flower 

“May Handy” Violet 


Rose McGuire Satterfield. President 

Mary Brent Witt. Vice-President 

Ellen Caskie Witt.. Sec'y and Treas 


ittrmlirrs 


Courtney Rountree 
Newell Rountree 
Mary Brent Witt 
Ellen Caskie Witt 

Miriam Virginia Briggs 
Grace Lee Briggs 
Louise Clarke 
Sadie White 


Laura Armitage 
Mamie Walker 
Lily West 
Alice Thompson 
Margaret McKee 
Rose McGuire Satterfield 
Lora Crump 
Maude Johnson 


ffinmiranj fQrmbrre 


Miss B. G. Dickinson 
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F. W. Duke 



West Virginia Club 


Colors 

Old Gold and Blue 

Flower 

Rhododendron 

fflrmbrrB 

Jane Carpenter . 

Eleanor Dailey. 

Nettie Baird.• • • 

Evelyn Talbott . 

Bessie Witten. 

Grayce Prichard ... .. 

Laura Walker. 

Eva Baker . 

Evelyn Shirey . 

Mary Elliot. 


. Fairmont 
. . . Elkins 
. . Fort Spring 

.Elkins 

.Blueheld 

. . . Mannington 
. . . Blueheld 
. . . Beverly 
. Blueheld 
Belington 
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South Carolina Skite Club 



Colors 

Gold and White 


Song 

Down where the Cotton Blossoms Grow 


Yell 

Hippety Dub! Hippety Dub! 
What’s the Club! What’s the Club! 
South Carolina! 


Flower 

Daisy 


fWrmhrrfl 


Laura Barksdale 
Blanche C. Bell 
Be be Cummings 

Prof. F. A. Cummings 
Anne Dantzler 
Louise Henderson 


Frances Ligon 
Alice Maxwell 
Carrie Pool 
Anna Watkins 
Mary Wilbur 
Lydia Wilhite 
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Ail Club 


Lucy Barham 

Mary D. Burwell 
Leta Moomaw 

Ethel Thomas 
M. Booth 


Cummins Bullitt 
C. Louise Gedge 
Elizabeth Gordon Porter 
Carolyn P. Redden 
Alice Maxwell 


Mildred Woolford 
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Cotillion Club 


President . . . . 
Vice-President 


. ... L. M. West 
. . . R. M. Thomson 


fttrmbrrn 

R. M. Satterfield M. Wortham 

N. L. Davis 

N. Chapman F. Wallace 

K. B. Steiner 

S. L. Harris S. Bronston 

M. Williams 

M. L. Thompson L. Gedge 



% 
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DAV(S 


Cotillion Club 




I . ( I. 


Margaret Schmelz. Virginia 

Edith Walters. Kentucky 

Lillian Perry. Virginia 

Lora Crump. Virginia 

Vida Chisholm. Georgia 

Mary Watts. Virginia 


96 










F. 

M. 

R. 

M. 

R. 

E. 


Lockhart 
Sbrpelle 
Phillips . 
Morlky . 
Hayward 
Thomas . 


.... Pike 
. . Old Sport 
. Young Sport 
. Tender-foot 
. . . Unlucky 
. . . Barker 


H 
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KENDRICK MORLEY 


Watchword 

“Git ” 

Flower Colors 

Sunflower Sky-blue, Pink and Purple 

Song 

r ‘ I’m Wearing my Heart Away for You ” 

Motto 

“ I’m Going to Live Anyhow ’Till I Die ” 

Evelyn Talbott, B. E.* •.West Virginia 

Myrtle Morley, M. H.Missouri 

Kathleen Blount, A. L.Alabama 

May Kendrick, O. L. Kentucky 


98 


























\—i T~ 





IOI 

















Color 

Lantern Light 

Peters Pincher . . 
Snickering Sneezer 
Bird Bagger . . . 
Gobbling Galulu . 
Grub Grabber . . 
Rolicking Roarer . 
Hasty Hider . . . 
Empty Em . . . . 


Watchword 

Sh—sh—ssssh 

(£l|in?ru Jfrhi 


Song 

I’ll Be There” [at 10:30 

. Lallie Carpenter 
. Louise Clarke 
. Isabel Abercrombie 
. Lulu Virden 
. Rose Satterfield 
. Ruth Lavinder 
. Kate Steiner 
. Emily Woodall 


Snnnranj ittrmlirr 

Mrs. Cuthbertson 
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Night-1 lawks 


Motto 

“ Doomed to Walk the Night ” 


The Hungry Twins . 

Reddy. 

Miss Dignity .... 

Rat. 

“ My Dear ”. 

Granny . 

Tom Thumb . 


ittrmbrr* 


Haunt 

“ O. B. R.” 


. Choker 

Pair of Frogs {Haunt—Millpond) 

.Curiosity Box??? 

.Dreamy Eyes 

.Little Wifie 

.Flirt 

.Easy-going 
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Leggins. 

Lallie Lee Carpenter . Virginia Rebekah Phillips . . .Missouri 

Vida Chisholm . Georgia Ethel Thomas • • ven ut ^ 

Edith Walters .... Kentucky 

















Sheba 


Flower 

The Modest Violet 

Watchword 

“ Hi, Dar!” 


Aim 

Everything in general, nothing in particular. 

fHrmhrra 

Minnibbelle Grant .Tennessee 

“ Beauty’s tears are lovelier than her smile.” 

Mary Nottingham .Virginia 

“ Be on time, be on time, be on time.” 

Ethel Pilcher .Virginia 

‘‘One may smile and smile and be a villain.” 

Caroline Redden .Maryland 

“There is such a charm in melancholy.” 

Macie Williams .Virginia 

“ Her voice was ever soft, gentle and low.” 


106 













SKEGGS 
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Lula Virden 

Lucille A. Loyd 

Isabel Abercrombie 
Marie Gedge 

Emily Brent Woodall 


♦ 













































Naughty-Naught Club 

Founded 1900 


Motto 

Errare est humanum 

Colors Stone 

Black and White Opal 

Yell 

Rip-tum-rex 
Rip-tum-raught 
Rip-tum bip-tum 
Naughty-Naught 


Flower 

Violet 


fftrmbrni 

Lila Willingham. 

Lallie Lee Carpenter . 

Elise Fielding Miles. 

Lucille Aston Loyd. 

Kate Brooks Steiner . . . . 
Mary Stuart Cocke . . . 

Vida Chisholm. 

Emily Brent Woodall . . 
Lula Stedman Virden ... 
Ethel Burnett Thomas ... 

Ellen Caskie Witt. 

Lily Montgomery West. 


.Macon, Ga. 

. . . Clifton Forge, Va. 
University of Virginia 
. . Lynchburg, Va. 
Montgomery, Ala. 
Roanoke, Va. 

Savannah, Ga. 

. Covington, Ky. 

. Montgomery, Ala. 

.Irvine, Ky. 

.... Richmond, Va. 
.Richmond, Va. 
















Nauohty-Naught Club 














A Lesson in hrafemitv Lore 


Mother, what is that loud crashing and yelling noise ? Is that an 
Indian war-whoop? 

No, my child! Only a J. T. H. meeting. 



Mother, why do those girls look so haggard? 

They are /' (). //. trying to remember “who belongs.” 



Mother, why has that girl no new spring hat ? 

Hush, my dear; she is an A. /. alias Pi Theta alias Sigma Sigma 
Sigma. She has spent all of her money purchasing new and different 
pins. 



i io 


Why are those four girls fastened together ? 

They are <l>. A. E. and they do not want another satellite to fall. 



Mother, why does that girl look so sanctified ? 

She, my dear, is a reformed A. J. 

Why does she look hungry ? 

No longer do they use silk tulle and have fourteen courses at their 
banquets. 



Mother, who is that tall woman with that crowd of nicely washed 
children ? 

That—Oh, she is Lucille Loyd, matron and entertainer of the Naugh- 
ty-Naughts. 












































Well, look! Is that a Confederate badge on that girl’s dress ? 
No! That is a <!>. M. pin. 



Mother, why is that girl all decked in blue and black ? 

She, my dear, is soon to go down in the cellar with the ( /K M. /.’s 



Why is the girl with her all black and blue ? 

She, dear, is a new J. T. Ik Don’t you see the pin in her hair ? 



We would advise those who can not remember “who is whose frat. 
sister,” to carry around a memorandum book. 
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DELTA TAU BETA 


Founded 1890 


* 


SORORES 

ANNIS IRVINE .CLARK 
NANNIE LOUISA DAVIS 
LEILA RUTH LAVINDER 
VIRGINIA PRESTON MEANS 
ROSE McGUIRE SATTERFIELD 
ALICE MAY SERPELLE 
ROSAMOND MEANS THOMSON 
MARY BRENT WITT 
EDNA BELLE WRIGHT 
MINNIE BELLE GRANT 



















Delta Tau Bbta 
























































Phi Mu Gamma 


Organized 1898. Chartered 1902. 

Alpha Chapter, Hollins, Va. 

Beta Chapter, New York 
Delta Chapter, New York 
Gamma Chapter, Gainesville, Ga. 

Theta Epsilon Chapter, Marion, Ala. 

Zeta Chapter, Danville, Ky. 

Alpha (fhaptrr 

Frances K. Ligon .South Carolina 

Sina Lee Harris .Kentucky 

Margaret Schmelz .Virginia 

Alice Marie Gedge .Indiana 

Artimisia Ripy .Kentucky 

Belle Wisdom Cave .Kentucky 

Lucy Patton .Virginia 

Catherine Page Jones .Kentucky 

Blanche Hills .Kentucky 

Lora Crump . Virginia 

C. Louise Gedge .Illinois 















M . CEDCE 


Phi Mu Gamma 
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Kappa Delta 

Organized 1895 — Chartered 1902 


Alpha Chapter . 

Beta Chapter . 

Gamma Chapter . 

Theta Chapter . 

Sigma Chapter ... 

Phi Psi Chapter. 

Zeta Chapter . 

Kappa Alpha Chapter 
Rho Omega Phi Chapter 
Delta Chapter . . . 


. . Farmville , Va. 

. . . (hatham, Va. 

. Hollins , Va. 

. Lynchburg , Va. 

... Washington, D. C. 
Washington , D. C. 

. . Tuscaloosa , Ala. 

. . . Tallahassee , Fla. 

. Marion , Ala. 

. Columbia , 5 . C\ 


Sorores 

Gamma Chapter 


Isabel Abercrombie. Alabama 

Susie T. Bowie. Georgia 

Mary J. Chandler. Tennessee 

Florence N. Correll. Japan 

Jensy Y. Loop. Tennessee 

Elizabeth G. Porter.. Tennessee 

Mary Lou Thompson. Texas 

Mabel M. Voss . . . .Arkansas 

Nell M. Voss. Arkansas 

Mary F. Wortham. Texas 
























Kappa Dklta 
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Gamma Omicron Pi 



Ohoaxizku, 1HA2 


ClUHTKKKU, 1004 


ALPHA CHAPTER • * * MACON, GA. 

BETA CHAPTER • • • HOLLINS. VA. 


KOKOKES 

BETA CHAPTER 


Mahy B. Fakish 
Alice D. (Jahth 
Elizabeth Kyle 
Edith Kyle 
Louise Lamah 
Mauuk Norman 
Vi ho in i a E. Willing ii am 
Lydia s. Wilhite 
Litcilk Woodruff 


Geo koi a 
A LAHAMA 

Geokoia 

Geo koi a 

Georgia 

Georgia 

Georgia 

South Carolina 

Georgia 
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WOODRUFF 


Phi Mu 






Sigma Sigma Sigma 


Alpha Chapter . 
Beta Chapter . 
Gamma Chapter 
Delta Chapter . 
Bps i lon Chapter 


Sorores 

Ada Kathleen Blount . . . 
Evelyn Bosworth Talbott . . 

Anna Louise Kusian. 

Ethel Margaret Savory . . . 
Charlotte Louise Dixon 

May Clare Kendrick. 

M a belle Evelyn Caldwell . . 

Grace Lee Briggs. 

Myrtle Anna Morley .... 


. . Farmville, Va. 
Lewisburg, W. Va. 

Lynchburg, Va. 
. Nashville, Tenn. 
. . Hollins, Va. 


. . Alabama 
West Virginia 
. . . . Virginia 
. . New Jersey 

.Virginia 

. . Kentucky 

.Texas 

. . . Virginia 
. Missouri 
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Sigma Sigma Sioma 
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C BULLITT 


H y/OODROOF 


Phi Kappa Epsilon—B eta Chapter 






















YE EDITOR IUDETH PEGASUS. 

I. 

Her father kept the corner saloon, 

He was democratic ; 

His daughter lived her life abroad, 

She was aristocratic! 

II. 

Her fianc£, Lord Lackindough, 

Inquired about her kin ; 

(He did not care so very much, 

He only wanted tin!) 

III. 

“ My pa,” she said, in dreamy tones, 

* “ With yours is on a par, 

For scarcely was he twrnty-one 
When summoned to the Bar.” 

A BUlLY VOICE. 

The voice of the Wall Street broker 
For uniqueness stands alone, 

Though most familial with “tenner,” 

He has a bear-y tone. 

And so you’ll all admit, 

It’s a very puzzling case, 

Why many, many people 
Consider him quite base! 

A DOMESTIC GIRL. 

I knew a girl, a beauty, too, 

’Twas written clear in every feature. 

That, though she never did a lick of work, 

She was yet a most domestic creature! 

II. 

Her long eyelashes swept her cheeks, 

She had dusted —her hair with gold. 

And she all but cooked my hash for me 
When she spurned my wooing bold. 

III. 

She could knit her beautiful arched brows, 

In a way that was cruel to see, 

(They were not the only things she could knit 
For she gave a mitten to me!). 
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LAUGH AND THE WORLD LAUGHS WITH 
YOU. 


(Gossip among friends in June.) 

You know, my dear, she’s awfully skinny 
And not at all well-bred, 

Her clothes—they’re simply thrown upon her, 
And her hair is positively red ! 

(/« July. She falls heir to a fortune.) 

Ah! she’s so sinuous and slender, 

And has such a patrician-like air! 

She wears her gowns with careless grace, 

And has gorgeous auburn tints in her hair! 


WHEN GREE.K MEETS GREEK. 

A closet there was on Third Floor, Main, 
A rat there was also, 

The girl who lived in that same room 
Did hang her clothes in a F. 

One day she purchased, for a sou, 

A juicy little II; 

She hid it behind her dress so N ; 

These awful girls, oh, ♦! 

The rat, he left his little nest, 

He H juicy II, 

But then he heard a dreadful M 
He heaved a long, deep + 

******* 

The cat sat down in calm content, 

And purred upon the mat. 

But alas! my friends, ’twas the A 
And i l of the rat! 

M. J. C. 











Interior Views 

















Extrrior Vihws 


























B UT I’m sleepy,” grumbled John, “ and I want to read.” 

“ But John, dear, if you ’re sleepy you can’t read,” remonstrated bis 
sister ; “ and besides, you can read down on the beach—it won’t be hot; 
you can take an umbrella, and Bobby is so crazy to get into the sand, and 
1 ’ve so much straightening and unpacking to do—please, John! 

John arose reluctantly from the comfortable hammock, jammed on bis 
cap, which had been lying on the floor near the hammock, and picked up 
his book. 

“ All right, little woman,” he laughed good-humoredly, “ scramble up 
the kid.” 

But here the “ kid ” scrambled up himself, literally swarming up John 
and finally seated himself triumphantly on the broad shoulders. 

“ Hi, Bobby! You sav not to let him venture into water deeper than 
six feet, didn’t you, sis? All right. Old man, hear that?”—this last to 
Bobby. 

“Oh, John, do be careful—don’t let him get his feet wet—he s so 
delicate—T don’t—think—I—ought to let him go. John ! ” she called—but 
John was already a good distance from the house, and at this latest call he 
laughed and quickened bis pace almost to a run. He was soon down on the 
beach, and setting Bobby down to dig in the sand, he put up bis umbrella 
and sat down. 

“ I didn’t know when I volunteered to join this regiment that 1 d en¬ 
listed as head nurse, but—well, this isn’t so bad: anyway a fellow can rest 
in peace,” and with a peep at Bobby he resumed his book. 

















John Gwathmey had consented, after a good bit of persuasion it is true, 
to accompany his sister and her husband and little Hobby to Beaufort, just 
to help them get settled for the summer. He had made plans to visit some 
of his college chums, to go tramping in the mountains, to go yachting, and 
altogether to have a gay time, so the idea of coming to this little summer 
resort had been very distasteful to him, but now heat and laziness having 
overtaken him, John was very glad, for the time at least, that he did not have 
to exert himself trying to be polite and sociable—and dance! To sleep and 
read now seemed to be his objects in life, and at the present moment these 
two desires were having a 'fierce struggle—ending in the victorv of the 
former, for his book slipped on to the sand and John nodded—once, and then 
once again, this time waking himself by its violence. He started up and 
looked guiltily around for Bobby, and found him safely playing; but another 
thing caught his eye—it was a huge white umbrella, one of those you may 
see any day in the country. John found himself lazily wondering what could 
be behind that umbrella—it was so large that it successfully concealed from 
view anything that might have been there—but as it was about a quarter of 
a mile down the beach, he was far too lazy to investigate. He called Bobby 
and leisurely betook themselves to the cottage. 

The next and many other mornings John and Bobby went down to the 
beach, and every time John noticed the big white umbrella, and his curiosity 
kept growing until at last he decided to explore the mystery of the “ land 
behind the umbrella.” 

Accordingly, one morning John started out with the intention of satisfv- 
ing himself concerning it, taking for a companion, instead of the talkative 
Bobby, his great English mastiff, Pluto. The nearer they grew to the um¬ 
brella the more slowly John walked. If he only had the slightest idea of what 
lay behind this huge white fortress he would not have minded so much, but 
to march right up to the enemy, not knowing the nature of the danger lie was 
to tight, was not much to his liking. If he could only be certain that it was 
a girl—it might even be a crabbed old maid! 

While John had been walking along he had been holding in his fingers 
an old shell, turning it over and over, but now all of a sudden lie cast it from 
him, and it fell almost touching the umbrella. With a dart Pluto was after 
it. Then John realized with a gasp what he had done. In a trice the umbrella 
had been tumbled over, and in another moment the flushed and laughing face 
of a girl came into view, and in all of his embarrassment John found himself 
wondering at her gracefulness and smallness. But he hastened forward, 
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attempting to apologize and explain his and Pluto’s conduct, when she inter¬ 
rupted him, her eyes laughing at him the while. 

“ But I don’t mind at all—really I don’t. It’s a good thing that some¬ 
thing happened ”—looking at her book and then at her watch—“ or 1 would 
have been late to luncheon again, and you know how provoking that is. And 
—anyway, I like upsets sometimes,” and she gayly began collecting her 
things—rug, book and umbrella. 

“ Surely you are going to let me help you with the things 1 upset, aren’t 
you ? ” pleaded John eagerly. 

“ Why, I don’t take the rug and umbrella home—they ’re too big for 
me,” looking down at her petite figure. “ I just put them under that rock 
yonder and leave them. If you wish you may take them there; but as for 
the other things you upset, I am not permanently injured, so far, 1 think! ” 
So, laughingly, she and John took the things to the cave and deposited them. 
1 hen she turned to go, but he stopped her. 

“Aren’t you going to wait until I finish my apology?” he asked, then 
quickly, “ or would you mind my coming back another day and finishing it ? ” 
But—” she began, when he broke in. 

“ You are going to say I’ve never met you. Why can’t we introduce 
ourselves? Besides, on the seashore no one is expected to be so conventional. 
I m at your service, ma’am. Anything you’d like to know, ma’am ? ” with 
a deep bow. 

She nodded. “ Lots,” she said, “ but I ’ll just let you tell me the way 
you to, only first give me your credentials.” 

Wdl,” fie began, “ I’m John Gwathmey, ‘ Pennsylvania, ’05 ’—a great 
boat'~^° r ~ noth 111 g fellow of twenty-two, fond of reading, sleeping, eating, and 
>a ln £ ; Hving with sister, at present moment, back yonder at Beaufort, and 
sand 1111 ^ 11 ^* 6 ^ ^ her as a capital nurse for little boys who have desires in the 
else ( ,n i CtU)n ’ ^ ow ’ nia’am,” dropping into a mocking dialect, “ anything 
deep^bo ^ to know, ma’am? Here’s my papers.” He finished with a 

Pluto ^ Ure s one thing more I want to know: How did your dog— 
train* 1 * - vou ca Hed him—happen to turn over my umbrella? Is he 

V, U ^ Set evcr - v umbrella on the beach—or only just mine?” 

11 y J llst vours, ma’am. And he only did that because you so persist- 
But ”—reproachfully—“ I thought you’d forgiven 


✓ jrw rs, n 

ently kept its back to us. 


us for that! 

Oh, I have, she broke in quickly, “only I just wondered- 


127 









“ If you’ve forgiven me, won’t you tell me your name? ” he begged. 

“ Ann Swandale. And now I am not going to give you my family 
history—well, because it’s not necessary. ‘ My face is my fortune/ sir,” 
she said, and looked down at her watch—“ but 1 must go. It’s long past 
time for luncheon, so good-bye,” she called over her shoulder. 

John, after watching her for a few moments, turned and started back 
to the cottage. He knew that he had cut a ridiculous figure, and had been 
thoroughly embarrassed, yet he had solved the mystery of “ the land behind 
the umbrella,” and had found it a fair mystery—a mystery with gray-blue 
eyes, the kind that are always laughing at you, abundant brown, curly hair, 
and a piquant, dainty little face, set upon just as dainty a form. And, too, 
she was such a jolly good fellow—she didn’t take any advantage of another’s 
confusion, and she had behaved like a “ brick ” about the upset. And John 
decided that Beaufort was not so bad after all, and was not nearly so dull and 
uninteresting as he had supposed that it would be. 

For the next few days John haunted the coast, but no Ann appeared. 
Even her umbrella and rug were gone from the place where he and she had 
put them. He became cross and disagreeable, and wished after all that lie 
had not come. Then Bobby was another source of trouble. The little fellow 
had taken a great fancy to John, not letting him get out of sight, until one 
day John rebelled, and informed his sister at the breakfast table that he was 
going to row out to “ Devil’s Isle,” adding, “ don’t guess you ’ll want me to 
tag the kid along, eh ? ” and to his great delight she said she had no intention 
of letting Bobby go out on the water. So when he left he was followed bv 
the dismal howls of Bobby and Pluto, both of whom were to be shut up for 
the day. 

The row was delightful, and the exhilaration of pulling the oars made 
him feel as if he were a “ Fresh ” at “ Pennsylvania,” participating in his 
first boat-race. 

When John reached the island the tide was in and the little waves dash¬ 
ing against the narrow strip of sandy beach and the cliffs just beyond, and 
a little farther down the “fidl tide.” 

John sprang to the beach and stood gazing around him. Then he put 
his cap firmer on his head and strode over to one of the deep inrunning caves 
to explore its depths. 

In the meantime Ann Swandale landed her boat almost in the same 
place where John had come to shore, and seeing his skiff and footprints in 
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the sand, she decided to take the opposite direction, as she had come for a 
quiet day by herself. So she picked up her lunch-basket, rug, and umbrella 
and walked as rapidly as possible around the big cliff on the east side of the 
island. 

About an hour later John emerged from the cave, dirty and tired but 
triumphant, because he had gone as far in as he had wagered Isaac, the old 
boatsman, he would do. He was hungry and decided he would set out for 
home, so he walked rapidly down to the beach where he had left his skiff 
Imagine his surprise and anger when he found it gone, and looking about 
discovered it tossing on the waves of the retreating tide, about a quarter of a 
mile from the shore. He had just begun to vent his anger in language not 
intended for feminine ears when he was startled by a hearty laugh, and turned 
to find just behind him the “ umbrella girl.” 

“ We are both in the same boat—or rather boatless—aren’t we? I won¬ 
der what we are to do? ” she asked. “ I don’t guess they ’ll be sending out 
searching parties for the wanderers until night, anyway, so we are fixed for 
the day—don’t you think so? ” 

“ Yes, and so we had best begin by making friends—that is, after you 
have played fair by relating to me a little story in exchange for that great 
history of one John Gwathmey. So won’t you begin by telling me where 
you and the umbrella have been keeping yourselves for the past week?” 

“ Well, the umbrella has been at a little cottage about a half a mile from 
Beaufort, and I’ve—well, I’ve been away.” 

“ And the umbrella—now?” 

Behind the cliff yonder, together with mv lunch-basket and rug.’ 

“ You know,” John began, “ I’ve seen the back of that umbrella so often 
that I have quite a desire to see the face of it. So with your permission—” 
and lie started to the cliff, returning in a moment. 

” If we are to be here all day, might we not make ourselves comfortable? 
It s so shady there, and the wav the umbrella and other belongings are fixed 
makes it look fine. T tell you.” 

So the two went back to the cliff. John placing Ann under the umbrella, 
then sitting down beside her, and thev started the process of becoming friends 
and succeeded, too. for when, about noon, they heard a hail, they both 
arose quickly, guiltily, surprised at the passage of time. In a few moments 
old Isaac, the boatsman, landed, tying his boats, three of them, securely. 

I dis knowed how ’twas,” began Isaac, “ when I sont bofc of v’alls off 
ter dis i lan , an den when I see de boats sailin’ out dere by devsefs I knowed 
8 













as how y’alls wuz mighty wropt up in one nurr, caze yu der tied ’em other 
ways. Yo’ all reckon yo’ cud keep ’em now ef I tied ’em? ” 

“ Well, Isaac,” began Ann, smiling, “ if you tie them I guess we can 
keep them. Now you see if we don’t! ” 

And so Isaac got back in his skiff, grinning, and trying not to show it. 
He stooped over and untied Ann’s boat, then he looked up at her. 

“ I might jes as well take yourn home, caze if I don’t Marse John ’ll hev 
to tow hit. Yo’ alls don’t want but one boat.” 

John looked at Ann. 

“ No,” he said slowly, “ we don’t need but one boat, do we Ann? ” 

Alice Maxwell. 
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Statistics 

Mary Wortham. 

Rose Satterfield . 

Lucie Lee Jones .. 

Mary Wortham. 



Executive Committee 

Rosamond Thomson Mary Chandler 

Mary Nottingham Ethel Pilcher 

Emily Woodall 
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Hi! Ki! Yi! 

Zip! Zip! Zan! 
Wah-hee! Wah-hoo! 
Mo-hi-can. 

Hokey-Pokey 
Sis-boom-bah! 
Kickerty-Kickerty 
Kali! Kah! Kali! 
Razzle-dazzle 
Kitty-kit-an ! 

What’s the matter with 
Mo-hi-can. 


Che-hee—Che-haw 
Che-ha-ha ha! 
Mo-hi-can 
Kah ! Kah ! Kah ! 


Tutti-Frutti! 

Punch and Judy — 
Gold and Blue 
Will do their duty. 
Don’t you worry, 
Don’t you fret, 
Gold and Blue 
Will get there yet. 


Hulla balloo,—hurray, hurray, 
Hulla halloo,—hurray, hurray, 
Boonieray ! 

Boomeray ! 

Gold and Blue will win the day. 




. L 


Kay! Kay! Kay! 

Blue! Blue! Blue! 
Sis-sis-sis 
Boom-boom-boom 
Ah-h-h 

Mohican! Mohican! Mohican. 
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Mohican Team 
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The Umpire, That’s All. 


Oh, Mr. Estis was a man, 

The Umpire he was called, 

He kept the count upon the girls 
When they played basket-ball, 

But on the day the match came off, 

He leant unto the Blues 
And all the points he did score 
Were in their favor too. 

chorus: 

Oh, Mister Estis, bad Mister Estis, 

He never counted fouls against the Blues 
But on the Red and Black 
He piled them by the stack, 

And then they wept and wailed, that's all. 

II 

Now Mister Estis wore a smile, 

It was a sight to see, 

He was so happy for the Blues, 

He thought the cup was free, 

But when he looked back to the Reds 
He heard another call, 

They shouted all together, 

And they shouted one and all. 

chorus: 

Oh, Mister Estis, bad Mister Estis 

He never counted fouls against the Blues, 
But on the Red and Black 
He piled them by the stack, 

And then they threw a fit, that’s all. 

III 

Now Mister Duke, he was odr coach, 

A handsome man was he, 

His wife kept close behind his heels, 

To stay where he should be. 

But on the day we had the game, 

He stepped out to the field, 

And when he saw the Umpire’s eye 
He knew our doom was sealed. 

CHORUS: 

Oh, Mister Duke, grand Mister Duke, 

The finest coach that ever tossed a ball, 

If he had kept the score, 

He'd have given us points galore 
And we'd have won the game, that's all. 


IV 

And Mr. Turner coached the Blues, 

And thought to teach them style, 

They threw the ball up to the goal 
And missed it half a mile. 

But towards the end he whispered low, 

** Come girls get down to biz. 

The Reds are playing such fine ball 
I’m 'fraid we '11 make a fiz.” 

chorus: 

Oh, Mister Turner, smart Mr. Turner, 

Down through the Umpire’s throat he found 
his heart, 

But since the game is o’er 
The poor Umpire eats no more, 

And Turner holds the cup, that’s all. 

V 

And Mistress Turner is his wife, 

A lass of fine degree, 

And thinks her Joe’s the finest man 
That ever you did see ; 

But when it came to basket-ball 
She scolded down and up, 

“ Now Joe be sure to win that game 
For we must have the cup.” 

chorus: 

Oh Mistress Mary, and Mistress Rosa, 

The finest wives for coaches of the ball, 

If it had not been for you 
We would ne’er have gotten through, 

And now we thank you both, that’s all. 

VI 

And thus you see, we’ve had our fun, 

I hope you '11 pray excuse, 

For we do think our Umpire is 
The fairest we could choose. 

We know also we made some fouls 
Which he did not observe. 

And all the points that he gave 
Was what each side deserved. 

chorus: 

Oh, Mister Estis, pray do forgive us. 

You are the one to umpire us at ball 
At first we felt right sad, 

But now our hearts are glad 
And for Hollins tah ! rah ! rah ! that’s all. 
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Tennis Club 


Lucie Lee Jones, Manager 
Rebecca Phillips 
Kate Steiner 

Myrtle Morley 
Aylette Henry 
Ethel Savory 

M a belle Caldwell 

Virginia Means 
Daisy Jones 

Lucile Woodruff 

Lallie Lee Carpenter 
Annis Clark 

Laura Armitage 
Hethie Fitzpatrick 
Minnie Belle Grant 
Susan Bronston 
Mary Williams 
Lily West 

Emily Woodall 
Antoinette Slemons 
Maud Girdi.er 

Josephine Ha den 


M. E. Cocke, Coach 

Lucy Lee Jones 
Madileine Dub 
Mary Lou K ear foot 
Anita Cocke 
Lucille Loyd 
Sully Hayward 

Rose Hayward 
Blanche Hills 
Lulu Virden 
May Kendrick 
Louise Clarke 
Mary Parish 

Florence Lockhart 
Nell Voss 
Ethel Thomas 
Laura Walker 
Marie Gedge 
Artie Ripy 

Margaret Bagby 
Viola Fowler 
Nell Morris 


Rose Satterfield 
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Mary Wortham, Manager 
Hebe Denman 
Mary Wortham 
Kate Steiner 
Anna Parsons 
Julia Richardson 


Susie Bowie 
Annis Clark 

Claudia Wood 
Elise Miles 
Sully Hayward 

Elizabeth Headley 
Pauline Purcell 
Rose Satterfield 
Laura Walker 

Margaret McKee 
Eveline Shirey 
Mabel Voss 


Frances Steiner 
Lallie Lee Carpenter 
Louise Clarke 
Frances Ligon 

Juliette Daugherty 
Ay lette Henry 
Florence Lockhart 
Nell Voss 

Nannie Davis 
Rosamond Thomson 
Lucille Loyd 
Mary Williams 
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Golf Club 
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HOLLINS DICTIONARY 
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A ART —Occupation of maidens who come to college for their health. 

ALL’S WELL? —Eternal question. 

B BALLROOM See Gym. 

BULLETIN-BOARD A waste-basket of dead hopes for lost 
articles. 

BUS —A modern form of Charon’s boat. 

BUSINESS MANAGER -One having a Stone for a heart and tak¬ 
ing ways with would-not-be advertisers. 

BUTT-IN A necessary evil to keep life from being too cloying in 
sweetness. 

C CANNON-BALL PILLS Dr. Drake’s ammunition delivered with 
sure and speedy aim; warranted to kill painlessly. 

CONSCIENCE Pear of being squelched. 

CUSTOM -Habit expatiated upon after the singing of “ Doxology ." 

D DARLINGS —A peculiar race; inhabiting dark corners; in pairs; 

obnoxious; opprobrious. 

DESERT A LA HOLLINS— Even Noah Webster himself would 
not have had the courage to tackle this definition. 

DINING-ROOM DOOR A magnet for loafers. 

E EDITOR. A peculiar animal constantly chasing ideas; not long- 
lived in this climate. 

ENTERTAINMENT A fool and her money are soon parted. 

EXACTLY A word of foreign use in no danger of becoming An¬ 
glicized through too frequent use. 

EXERCISE From ex. out ire. to go—to go out on disagreeable, 
unnecessary promenades for one’s constitution. 
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EXPLANATION -A word of uncertain Egyptian origin; the ob¬ 
scuring of passages, otherwise clear. 

F FINANCIER— Sometimes confused witli fiancee at Hollins. 

FRATERNITY A collection of arrogant mortals occupying re¬ 
served seats. 

FUDGE (chocolate) A concoction of Sunday afternoon chefs. 
Ingredients: 3 (H* 0 ) + (C« Hi» 0 &). Chocolate used by 
bloated bondholders, but not necessary. 

FUNGI 

For fungi frats like mushrooms spring— 

They buy their pins; they entertain. 

When springtime comes, the Spinster’s out ; 

When next year’s here, they ’re gone again. 


G GOLDEN REPORTS Nuggets obtained by hard digging. 

GYM. See ballroom. 

H HOME — A far-away place; distance measured in days. 

Examples: “Only 16 1-2 minutes before l see my dear 
mother.” (Memoirs of J. Susong.) "1 wonder how long it 
will be!” (Reveries of A. Ripv.) “Oh! I’m a cursed girl!" 
(Complaint of S. Bowie.) 

I INFIRMARY Elysian l 4 ields opened Tuesday for Monday loafers. 

J JOKE -An endless, pointless object, wrought by some of our con¬ 
temporaries; antedated form of humor. 

K KISS— See advertisement in Comic Supplement concerning Rather- 

ine, Korell & Co. 


L LEND Synonym for Goneforever, Seenomore. 


Like male, a rare article. 
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MAIL 


N HOLLINS DICTIONARY $ 

N NEWS See A. Clarke; L. L. Carpenter. 

O OPULENCE -We can give no better illustrations than the following: 

A. Henry. 

B. Witt.’ 

R. Denman. 

C. Woods. 

B. Porter. 

E. Pilcher. 


P PARALLEL -An euphonious term for the Inquisition of Modern 
days. 

PETER’S —Chocolate manufactured in Switzerland for exclusive use 
by Hollins girls. 

PHYSIOLOGY -A Pitfall for this year’s Golden Reports. 

P. G. —Insert letter i and see what you are called if you ask for one. 
(Parting Gift.) 

POINT -An elusive, delusive will-o’-the-wisp. 

PRIVILEGES (for Seniors). A mere bauble. 

POPULARITY —Recipe 

Bubble, bubble, 

Toil and trouble ; 

Gush, gush! 

Lie, don’t blush! 

R RADIUM Weird article invented by G. W. Drake, Hollins. 

RAINCOAT -An article of clothing used to lend to one’s friends. 
RUSHING See Frats. 


S 


SILENCE Condition of affairs only attained by complete annihila 
tion. 

SQUELCH ! ®°^ an ' ca ^ terms applied to “nipping in the bud.” 
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STORE Haunt of impecunious young persons. 

T THANKSGIVING GAME An annual burying of the hatchet. 

TRADELAST ‘ ‘To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield.” 

TRIANGLE An iron instrument for curing insomnia. 

TURKEY Kara avis with the characteristic appendages of a cent 
tipede; scantily dressed; appearing once a year in the banque- 
room . 

U UNKIND See Opulence. 

V VENTILATION Regulation of temperature to a point calculated 
to freeze those in class. 

W Written recitation. See ventilation. 

“ Non-preparation; 

Written Recitation; 

Great Agitation; 

Complete Extermination; 

Zero calculation.” 

Y) Frankly, we are stumped. 

Z ^ Anyway, a Hollins Alphabet only contains twenty-three letters. 
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An Apology for Darlings 


While the warm blood bedews my veins 
And unimpaired remembrance reigns, 

Resentment of some girl’s remarks 
Shall in my sensitive soul remain; 

And spite of my insulting foe 
My parodizing verse shall flow. 

Mourn, fellow sufferers, mourn, 

I hy banished peace, thy laurels torn. 

We did but wish an August moon 
To shine upon our little spoon ; 

We thought perchance a kiss to share 
To tell each other how much we “care;” 

Hut other eyes were there to watch, 

Other ears our tale to catch, 

So mourn, fellow-sufferers, mourn, 

Our banished peace, o ir laurels torn ! 

I here’s but a bond of love between 
1 wo girls who have each other seen, 

And told this love 
Neath stars above 

1 o prove their long and lingering walks, 

And long and moony, spoony talks. 

So mourn, fellow-sufferers, mourn, 

Our vanished peace, our laurels torn ! 

To you who love not clear pale moons, 

And short and sweet ecstatic spoons, 

And ne’er have long and ling’ringly kissed, 
You have no idea how much you ’vc missed. 
And 1 think to you I’ve made it clear 
We stand to back our points here 
And mourn, fellow sufferer-, mourn, 

Our banished peace, our laurels torn. 

—Bkknt Wn 





















^7LOSE down by the great sea, in the beautiful 

land of Nowhere, two rival realms of richness 
lay deep-set in waving fields of gold, the walls of 
which ran side by side. 

1 hrough the trees toward the portals of sunset, 
through rifts in the foliage of emerald, clear now 
gainst the sky in the green afterg’ow, rose tall 
spires, vast domes. *T is the golden home of the 
Prince of Peace. And there in the east stood the 
great palace of Beauty. Within dwelt the Queen 
of all Goodness. 

Hush! Now through the still air of evening 
the flowers are whispering the story. They tell 
an odd tale, and continue, for strang* things have 
been told of monarchs. 

In the blue twilight, so runs it, the Prince in his 
garments of splendor and the Queen in her vest¬ 
ments of white walk through shaded paths in their 
gardens adjoining, but touch not and speak not, 
yet gaze in sweet friendship o’er hedges all per¬ 
fumed; for between glowing meadows roll clear, 
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purling, dimpling, the deep, dangerous waters — 
the pale stream of Pride -unbridged all its length, 
and uncrossed save by winds. 

Hist! Hear now the rustling—the blossoms 
excitement. Down through the shadows the ruler 
of Peace comes slowly, dream-rapt, as if listening 
to music. Now nears he the waters and absently 
gazing stands musing. He thinks of his lands, of 
their beauty and richness, yet something is lacking. 
What in his life needs he most of all others? 
Whence comes this great longing? Ah! Swiftly 
he sees it. * I* is his lonely existence —the cry of 
one soul for the soul of its mate. 

Now he calls all his servants and they toil all 
unceasing to build him a bridge to cross to his 
queen. And lo! at the dawn rises strong, sturdy, 
lasting the white bridge of Love that spans clear 
the stream. 

Lovers, they meet. Gone shadows of doubt, 
gone coldness, constraint. The realm has been 
changed. *T is the Land of Delight. Hand in 
hand they turn toward his palace and there at the 
gates, in garments of glory, Joy welcomes and 
waits. 


ELIZABETH GORODN PORTER. 








S ARA gave a startled little gasp as she glanced up from her Physical 
Geography. “ Number six. What can be the matter?” she thought 
as she anxiously felt to see if her frock was buttoned straight and 
glanced surreptitiously to see if there were any letters in the post-office. No, 
everything was all right. Then, with an embarrassed pink on her cheeks, 
she straightened up rigidly and again fixed her eyes upon her book. 

Sara was one of the “ small-fry,” as the High School termed its Fresh¬ 
men, and was, in fact, less experienced in the ways of faculty and boys than 
the other girls of her class, for this was the first time she had ever been to 
school, or even within speaking distance of that objectionable article of 
humanity—a boy. Her mother had her own views on the subject of educa¬ 
tion and especially co-education, so Sara had had a governess and had rarely 
seen a boy. But, one eventful day in the Mackey family, Sara’s father, a 
busy man of affairs, decreed that his daughter should forthwith be despatched 
to a public school he didn t intend having his only daughter spoiled and 
stuck-up—let her go to school and rough it with the other children. 

So, in spite of Mrs. Mackey’s prayers and tearful expostulations, Sara 
started out one bright day in September to the High School, amid parting 
injunctions from mother and Aunt Cora, not to talk to the butcher’s son and 
not to eat lunch with the laundress’s daughter. She was a little lonesome 
those first few days. Every one seemed to know every one else and she 
knew no one. True, it was nice to be in the Freshman Class when she was 
only thirteen and all the other girls were sixteen and seventeen, but then they 
called her Baby and the hovs all stared at her in the most unaccountable 
manner—this time she counted six in one hour. Most of the boys looked 
away quickly when she glanced up, hut Pat McLellan, who was a High 



Intermediate (which is almost as good as a Senior), and who, moreover, 
belonged to the High and Mighty Order of the Chow-Chows, met her eyes 
squarely every time and grinned in the most engaging manner. 

Sara liked him and smiled back when he went past her seat, and even 
went over to the Reference Table once and talked to him when he begged 
her to. 

()n this particular day Sara found her chum Lillian awaiting her in a 
state of the greatest excitement: “Oh, Sara,” she whispered, “ I just love 
you to death. Every boy in school is simply crazy about you. Ted told me 
so, and—and—all the girls are so mad.” All during recess the two walked 
up and down beneath the trees, arm-in-arm, discussing—hovs—a subject 
entirely new to Sara and one which she found sadly detrimental to her 
studies for, after a futile attempt to concentrate her mind, she missed her 
Rhetoric completely. Yet she went home that afternoon jubilant, for Fat 
walked as far as the drug store with her and bought a big box of ” Flips,’ 
a favorite confection among the High School students. 

From that time on, Sara developed an alarming propensity for flirting; 
not a single boy in the whole Assembly Hall was proof against her smiles. 
At first she was nicest of all to Fat; but Fat had a fierce attack of the green- 
eyed monster, and a quarrel ensued leaving him “ stranded on the sands of 
her displeasure,” as he expressed it in “ An ode to 4 My Lost Love. 

()ne dav the school was thrown into a state of the wildest excitement by 
the announcement by flaming posters, of a coming presentation of a Bur¬ 
lesque on Julius Caesar” by the Chow-Chows. Now the “Chow-Chows” 
was a mysterious and most select organization of the most prominent boys 
in school, and was highly popular with the girls—a pin being a coveted object. 
At recess that day, Sara found on her desk a big square envelope, announcing 
that at the show she was invited to sit in the Chow-Chow “box. Now 
there were only nine more envelopes of this sort and their proud possessors 
were in a state of the most unalloyed bliss. 

On the morning of the eventful day, Sara did not come to breakfast. 
Repeated messages failed to elicit any response, save that she wasn t hungry 
and had gotten up too late to come down. As the last footsteps died away 
Sara crept softly into her mother’s room. She wanted to dress carefully this 
morning and mother’s cheval glass was just the thing—hers was too small, 
and she wanted to outshine all the other girls in the box. 

When she had at last put on a new lawn dress, dainty with flounces and 
lace, and crowning glory of all, a blue Dolly Varden sash, the long mirror 
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reflected a charming picture. She was rather tall for her age, with a slender, 
graceful figure. Her face was flushed and her eyes shining with excitement. 
“ It doesn't matter if 1 do wear this thin dress,” she thought; “ it's awfully 
hot, even if it is the first of November. Nevertheless she slipped noiselessly 
out the front door to the carriage that her mother might not see her. 

At school she was greeted with admiration and a great deal of envy by 
the girls. All day she reigned supreme queen of the school, and her head 
was more completely turned than ever. But alas, about twelve o'clock the 
room grew dark, the wind began to blow furiously, the thermometer fell 
steadily and the rain poured in torrents. 

“ ll ’s the biggest norther we’ve had in five years," said Dr. Pessels, as 
he closed the doors and made all the windows fast. Poor Sara, in her thin 
dress, was a most forlorn and lost-looking object. Every one pitied her and 
tried to comfort her, but the crowning humiliation was reached when Miss 
Schofield, in the presence of the whole school, amid the giggles of her rivals, 
commanded her to borrow a coat. There was only one available coat to be 
had, and this belonged to the “ tackiest ” girl in school, as Sara herself had 
once called her. It was a most hideous thing—old-fashioned, frayed-out, 
with huge plaids. The sleeves, great shapeless bags, extended but a little 
below her elbows, and the ridiculously short waist reached high above her 
belt. In this variegated garment, Sara was a most ludicrous spectacle. But 
nobly endeavoring to conceal her tears, took her seat amidst the unrestrained 
giggles of the class. I-or one solid hour she bore her mental anguish with a 
stolidity worthy of an Indian chief. But the final drop in the cup of anguish 
was added when, in Classics, Miss Rait called on Gladys Woods, requesting 
her to read her favorite passage from the author of the dav. Now Gladys 
had been dethroned from her position as the most popular'girl in class bv 
the advent of Sara, and naturally harbored a little enmity towards her ; and. 
as an ironic fate decreed, the author of the day was Washington Irving! 
. adys rose, walked slowly down the aisle, faced the class impressively and, 
with an expression of the most angelic innocence, read a description of 
Ichabod Crane. In a flash the eyes of the entire class turned to Sara’s out¬ 
landish costume. I he likeness was so striking that even her most ardent 
admirers burst into unrestrained laughter. Sara turned red, then white with 
anger; then, as the humiliation of the thing overcame her, burst into tears. 
It seemed ages until the four o’clock bell rang and she was free to go. Everv 
one else crowded into the gaily-decorated Assembly laughing and talking 
merrily, and through a crack in the cloak-room door she could see Gladys 
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in the place of honor in the Chow-C how box. With a feeling of desperation, 
she tore off the offending garment, pitched it into the furthest corner of the 
room, pulled her cap over her eyes and started home. 

“ I —1 don t c—care if I do get pneumonia,” she sobbed to herself. As 
she went out of the gate she could hear the band up-stairs just beginning to 
play, In the (iood Old Summer Time.” She stopped to listen, then, with 
her head bent low, she was hurrying through the driving rain when she sud¬ 
denly felt her books taken from her. Glancing up she saw Pat, looking as 
unconcerned as if it were an every-day occurrence. 

Here, he said gently, putting his overcoat on her, ” you ’ll need this.” 
I hen shouldering her books, he walked merrily along, not seeming to notice 
her wet lashes. Flossie F. Denman. 
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A Wint»er Sunset. 











Slow sets the winter sun, ’mid gold-shot rays, 
Which pierce the shadows cold of snow-clad hills 
And set aglow the gleaming shocks of corn 
Left lonely in the barren winter fields. 

Below the hill, where trees together crowd 
In trembling ranks before the searching cold, 

The creek, half-frozen over, winds its way, 

Now gleaming with the west’s reflected glow, 
Now rippling with a shiver o’er cold stones 
To dash beneath the jewel-gleaming ice. 

The tawny grass leans to the frozen earth 
In vain for warmth; and with their short, shrill 
calls 

The snowbirds flit like shadows o’er the snow 
To where some bronze-tipped cedar with thick 
growth, 

Holds forth its arms, a shelter from the cold. 

The sun has gone ; but still beyond the tops 
Of mountains blue, the west with crimson stained 
Flares through the line of trees upon the hill 
Beyond the creek. The birds are still, and see, 
Above in depths of deep-blue sky, one star 
Shines forth, the herald of the night. 

— Emma Merlins '/'horn. 
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It’s fun sure 
When the hills are 
zAnd we coast 

At a break-neck (A 
White exams they 
For it ’s fun sure 


enough at Hollins 
wbiite with tfe snow, 
and skate 
rate 

come and go. 
enough at Hollins. 


























It’s wondrous fair—is Hollins, 
When the first anemone's found, 
And violets blow 
In the very snow, 

And we scour the woods around 
For only a twig. 

Or a wee little sprig 

Of arbutus, a‘trailing the ground. 

Yes, it’s wondrous fair—is Hollins. 


















A green fairy-land is Hollins, 

When we crown us a fair £May Queen, 
And Frey as play 
'The whole May-Day, 

And then - with time between 
For many a cram 
For a tough exam — 

At last comes Commencement T)ay, 
And 'busses galore 
Roll up to the door, 

And carry us all away. 

Yes, 

A green fairy-land is Hollins. 
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A Valley of peace is 
Hollins 

IVhen the summer 
months are come, 

IVith the lazy breeze 
In the maple trees, 

And the honey-bees' 
drowsy hum; 

And there ’s never a shout on the ball-field, 
And never a din on tf?e stairs, 

And never a romp in the ball-room, 

And only peace reigns there. 
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It's worth if J whjle livin' at Hollins, 
When the ^ / maples are red and gold. 

And fresh- < s f# ies green, 

With grin \jj serene. 

Always do as they are told;" 
tVhen we march; away 
On Tinker T)ay, 

Rolicking Mountaineers; 

When things are seen 
Of a Hallowe'en 

That would bring good folks to tears. 

Yes, it's worth while livin' at Hollins. 
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When Thanksgivin* M 

Day draws near, Jgj 

And turkeys vie 
With pumpkin pie, W 

To give us the strength 
to cheer, t , 

And wfyoop, and scream A 

For our chosen team, 

And then — why it isn 7 a jiff'^j 
Till old Santa Claus 
Is the merry cause 
Of us alt shoutin* Christmas gif* 
Yes, if 's folly livin * at Hollins. 


















I WAS so tired of it all—tired of thinking it out—of Colstone’s endless 
persuasions—tired—tired—tired. 1 might just as well give iti now as 
ever and marry him. Wouldn’t 1 make him a good wife! The thought 
was ludicrous, and yet—he was very good to me; lie certainly was devoted 
in every sense of the word; and then there was that reason that 1 ought to 
marry—1 must, it was only right; and there was no one else—I don t think 
I cared for any one else. One can’t count the little “ affaires du coeur of 
long, long ago. Dear me! how long ago, there was—that boy, for instance— 
he was such a boy! 1 remembered his laughter more than anything else, and 

his smiling eyes. Ah, well, this man, Colstone, I would marry him, if just 
to silence all the people who were trying to drive me into it—always urging, 
pressing, threatening almost. I might lead him a dog’s life, but that wasn’t 
mv fault—now was it ? Or perhaps it was ? 

My brain was so wearied with constant dragging over these thoughts 
that I threw my head back impatiently, flung out my arms, and resolved 1 
would take a long tramp on the moor. To let myself drink in some joy from 
watching the great vultures dip below the clouds, and the hills grow rosy 
with the setting sun. 

When I felt the wind across the flat-lands blow its moisture into my hot 
face I felt better. I wanted to get out of the tall grass where it was short 
and stubby, and the hills were farther away, and there was nothing to inter¬ 
fere with my feeling alone, absolutely alone, with earth and sky and air. 

The clouds were gathering in the west, and the rays of the sun spread 
themselves longer and longer over the bracken, and still I walked, or some¬ 
times lay flat down on my back and watched the great grey-blue dome of 
Heaven. 
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1 never knew how long I stayed, but the birds’ evening song was still 
and it was getting quite dark when 1 thought about going home. I had not 
thought about going home at all. 

Now out on the moor it grows dark quickly, and if you have gone far it 
is not always easy to tell which way to turn, for all around you, for miles and 
miles, stretching out like the boundless ocean, is the rolling, lonely moor— 
no houses, no brooks, few trees—nothing but grey earth and greyer skv. 

Suddenly I grew frightened. I felt as if I must run—run as fast as 1 
could—anywhere, only to get back to the world again. And so I ran. And 
still it grew darker, and still the clouds gathered, and it seemed as if there 
were nobody on earth but me. 

It grew so black 1 couldn’t see, and my feet stumbled over boulders— 
and then before I knew it I had fallen into a ditch, and something was hurt¬ 
ing mv ankle terribly. 

It pained so it seemed as if I must faint from the agony of it, and 1 
dropped my head into my hands and groaned out loud. 

I don’t know what length of time passed away, but as quickly as it came 
the pain in my ankle begun to go away. 1 stood up, and found that 1 could 
walk. The storm-clouds had grown thinner in the meantime and, at no very 
great distance from me, I saw, in great relief and astonishment, a house. 
How strange that I should never have known that there was a house here 
before! 

But I took little time to wonder, and advanced quickly towards it. The 
yard was full of flowers, growing in great profusion, and a strange, sweet 
odor floated up to me from a clump of pale pink blossoms growing in a 
corner of the tumble-down fence. 

The door was wide open, and as no one answered to my call or knock, I 
walked in. Big pine logs were burning in the open fire-place in the hall, and 
dimly-lit lamps shed a curiously soft ruddiness over the stately furniture that 
I saw there. There seemed to be nobody anywhere about, and opening the 
first door I came to, with some exertion 1 pushed it back, and entered. 

The room was beautiful. The walls were panelled up to the ceiling, and 
heavy draperies only half hid the French windows leading out on to a broad 
veranda, from whence I gained a new view of the moor that before I had 
never dreamed of. Tall waving grasses and nodding flowers made it a fairy 
meadow, with the silvering magic moonlight streaming across it. 

T had been standing silent at the window for some moments when T 
noticed that the grasses waved and parted and that somel)ody was coming 
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toward me. It was a young girl, with her arms full of blossoms, clad in a 
simple white dress, the moonlight spreading a weird radiance over her hair, 
and the pink blossoms that nestled in it. As she came nearer I saw that her 
eyes held the innocent gaze of a child, though her whole appearance seemed 
eerie-like and unreal. While I waited for her to catch sight of me, some 
strange, unseen power seemed to hold me, some faint premonition of an in¬ 
tangible presence I could not understand. 

The child stepped through the open window, and seemingly nowise 
startled at my appearance, with a shy courtesy, bade me sit down. 

“ I hurt my ankle on the moor,” 1 hastened to explain, “ and lost my 
way, and was so very glad and relieved to find this shelter that 1 tossed all 
manners to the winds, and crept in here like a thief in the night.” 

” Oh, I am so very, very glad you did. I have been gathering twilight 
roses out in the meadow. Sec! are they not precious sweet? And I always 
leave every door open, so that if, by any chance, a wanderer should come, he 
should not find the doors of mv dwelling turned against him. I think it s like 
shutting all the doors of one’s heart, don’t you? I his house is mv heart and 
holds room for all.” 

How romantically, how sweetly natural and childish she was! She re¬ 
minded me of myself when the boy and I used to tell each other our romantic 
dreams, while we drove old Bess through country lanes, or looked up at the 
sky from the boat on the river. 

“ But your ankle—we must do something for that. And you must be 
tired—I will go to order some tea for you.” 

So she refreshed me with tea and cakes of her own making, and put a 
cushion for my foot before the open fire. And afterwards, while I rested, she 
arranged the beautiful twilight roses, as she called them, in tall rose-colored 
vases (strange, unusual blossoms—they looked far more like pink dawn 
flowers than those bom of the twilight hour!) and talked to me as she 
worked. With open friendliness she told me that she lived here only waiting 
for her lover to come back—that every day she looked for him. “ When he 
comes there will be no more living in dreams,” she said, “ only the happiest 
dreamland come true.” 

Strange. I had thought she was too young to be facing realities like that. 
“ Why child,” I said, “ you don’t know whether you love this boy or not, it’s 
so long since you ’vc seen him. Wait, and live in the world a while. Why 
shouldn’t you have the fun of gaiety and suitors like other girls not half as 
pretty as you ? ” 
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She paused in her arranging of the roses and looked at me in half-sur¬ 
prise : “ But l love the boy, and he loves me. I don’t think there is any more 
to wish for except to try to give out a little of the happiness we draw in so 
fully, don’t you? Surely, if one ever really and truly loved, she could never 
live solely for any other man, could she?” 

I smiled in worldly amusement, to think how sure she thought she was. 

I wondered if I had ever loved like that. Then something in the innocent 
blue eyes arrested me. It almost seemed as if 1 had heard her speak before. 

Puzzled, I turned to question her, but as 1 did so the portieres of the door 
before me were brushed aside and a woman stood in the opening. She was 
dressed all in black and there was a red stain on her hand. 

Without speaking to the girl, she came straight up to me. The pale 
face and bitter mouth betrayed the woman of sorrows, and sin. too. “ Ah, 
you must have come from far,” she began quickly, “ I am glad you are here, 
for I have something to show you.” 

I was plainly frightened at the woman’s manner, and believed her crazy 
at first. The girl was still arranging her roses, nor looked around at the 
sound of voices. 

“ I wanted to tell you—to explain it to you ” (surely the woman was 
stark mad!) ; “ just come with me a moment. You see I couldn't bear it any 
longer—living with him. I was driven into marrying him—I never dreamed 
it would be as it has been. It has driven me wild—driven me wild, I tell you 
—you can believe me or not.” 

It was useless to try to stop her. She had hold of my arm now, and was 
drawing me towards the door. Fear seized my whole body, but interrupt 
her I dared not. What was it in her face that frightened me so? Wasn’t it 
more than the wildness, the misery, the crazed eyes? I looked down at the 
hand that clutched my sleeve. I knew it was stained with blood. 

“ What do you want with me?” I managed to blurt out. 

But she paid no attention, only clutched my arm the tighter. 

” You don’t know—you can’t understand.” she was saying loudly. ” l ’vc 
killed him, yes, I ve killed him—that s his blood, and vou must see him 
where he s lying come. See! here is this that I ve worn about my neck 
these many years look at it! look at it! his picture—yes—and you know 
it too! ” 

I errorized, I looked and what I saw seemed to daze me. It was the 
picture of the man I was going to marry. 

And then I screamed and flung it on the floor. “ Who are you? Oh. 
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who are you? I shrieked. ” What are you doing with that picture? Why 
you are like me—like me, grown old. Oh! you arc me—and you—” I 
turned to the child, who now came running up. ” Why, who are you? 
^ ou re like me too. You ’re both me. You, child, what I used to be, and 
you, oh, good God—you ’re what I might— No! I will not have it so! ” I 
screamed at the top of my voice in terror and horror. Then I wrenched my¬ 
self free of the woman, and seizing the child’s hand, I sprang across the 
room and through the open door. 

\\ e flew out into the moonlit meadow, seeming to feel the woman follow¬ 
ing close behind us. But once, and once only, I looked back. The house was 
all in darkness, save a ruddy glare that came from out the French window. 

I be woman stood in the opening, one arm uplifted, her black dress silhou¬ 
etted against the lurid red of the light behind her, and the red stain ran along 
her white arm. 

I glanced no more around, but closed my hand tighter over that of the 
child, and we ran as I had never run before. When 1 thought of fainting 
because of the pain in my ankle and the terror pursuing me, I only struggled 
to go faster, till at last, utterly exhausted, we both fell to the ground. 
******** 
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first. I he rosy dawn was touching the clouded east with the faintest tinge 
of light, and 1 felt stiff and cold as if I had lain there all night. The child 
was nowhere to be seen. 

It was not a dream,” I said to myself, “ 1 saw it all. It is only too real 
now, and yet, it is too strange, of course, t(x> wild a thought to be true. ()h, 
of course I dreamed it, after all.” 

I arose slowly. There on the ground beside me lay two still faintly 
r.igrant flight roses. There they were, like spirit messengers, their petals 
<ius.(< and scattered on the grass. And while I stooped to pick them up, 
sonic oik came up behind me. Fuming quickly, I stood face to face, in the 
mist\ light ot early morning, with a tall man with smiling eyes. 

t was the Boy, Rosamond Means Thomson. 










My ! Don’t she know her lessons, 

And Ain’ t she awful smart? 

And does she conceal he R feelings 
With Ye art that concealeth art? 

Why ! She’s the beauty of the place, 

And Oh! her gowns are swell, 

And she casts o’e R h er score of darlings, 

A quiet magne”[~ic spell. 

How does she do it? A |—|, my dears, 

If you’d be bluffer wise, 

You must learn to always shut your ^outh, 

A"d M cr E'y °p e N your eyes. 

^^ood Heavens! Who is this 
That | see coming near? 

A smiling gracious countenance 
Dear Girl! So full of cheer, 

Upon a c| ose examination 

We find th^ smile will not admit 
Of any eradication! 
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And was she a Machiavelli, 

Or the Faculty did she coax? 

No! Her name was merely CHANDLER, 
And she hunted Spinster joax! 

Here ^oth come a lass 
Who her time to p/^\ss 

Writes letters long as thunder; 

She writes | ove to a man 
And his nam^ is Ran 

Her name, can Y ou guess, I wonder? 
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Adaptations from Popular Songs 


14 Teasing ”. 

“The Moth and the Flame**. 

44 Sweet Popularity **. 

Toyland **. 

44 The Man Behind **. 

44 A B Cof Love”. 

“Whistling Rufus”. 

44 It was Not Like This in The Olden Days ” . 

“Just Look in the Book and See”. 

“Chicken”. 

44 I’ll Be There”. 

44 Under the Anhauser-Busch ”. 

44 I Can’t Do That Sum ”. 

“Just Because She Made Them (Joo-Goo Eyes 
44 Back to The Boulevards”. 


. Mr. Turner 

Miss Matty and Miss Marian 

. Miss Thalia 

. Miss Rudd 

. Mr. Cummings 

. . . Miss Frost 

. Mr. Cocke 

. Miss Parkinson 

. Miss Terrell 

. Mr. Bradley 

. Mr. Etta 

. Mr. Mk haelis 

. Mr. Duke 

. Mrs. Drake 

. Dr. Kusian 


Some of these are Parodies, some of these are not 
Some of these are very good, some of these are rot, 
But let us hope that one and all 
They ’ll go right to the spot. 


44 The Broth and the Same ”. 

44 B yland”.. 

44 Seizing ”. 

‘‘Just Look in the Closet and See” . . . 

44 Transient Popularity”. 

44 I’ll be Square”. 

44 1 Can't Chew That Gum**. 

44 Angels Ever Bright but Rare”. 

44 After the play was over 

44 That’s how my darlings were won ” . . 

44 Always do as Teachers say you Should ” 

44 Bluecells” .. 

44 The Play that Never Played ”. 

Also 44 The Class that Never Stayed ” . . 

44 M-o me-y Spells Money”. 

44 Exact”. 


. Mr. Bradley 

. . . . Eleanor Daily 
. . Mrs. Cuthbertson 

. Mrs Barber 

. Brent Witt 

. . . . Mr. McLaughlin 
. . . . Ruth Lavinder 
. 3 d Floor West 

. . . Rose Satterfield 
. . . .Susan Bronston 
....... Infirmary 

. Nathan Hale 

. *.IV English 

Lallie Lee Carpenter 
. Miss Terrell 
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“The Downfall of Non” 


I - T was the family joke — the family consisted of Mr. and Mrs. John R. 

Lindsay, otherwise known as Mrs. Jack (sometimes called Ruth) and 
Jack (often called Mr. Ruth) by his intimates. They laughed at Gordon, 
teased him mercilessly, and poked fun at him the year round, but he seemed 
not to mind at all and indeed indulged in it openly. “ It ” was his infatuation 
for Miss Anne Randolph’s picture; she was his great-aunt and had been the 
reigning belle of the countryside forty years before. It was a pretty picture 
—there can be no doubt of that. She looked quite ready to step from the 
canvas at the slightest provocation and her big hazel eyes smiled into yours 
quite deliciously. No wonder she had won Gordon Randolph’s heart—poor 
Randolph, of that persecuted class called eligibles, rendered callous to the 
winning wiles of many belles by their too pronounced eagerness to please. 

He was brazenfacedly making love to it again one bright May morning. 

" 1 f >'<>u would only step down for a while,” he was saying, as Mrs. lack- 
tripped lightly into the room, singing Bedelia, entirely out of tune. “ Say. 
sis, you are all off the key. Have this one, won’t you ? ” and he held out his 
latch key. 

Merely a lapsus hu^iuc , she retorted airily, *' here you are again 
making love to Aunt Anne. I ve come to stir you up a bit. Anne Mason is 
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coming to stay with me quite a while and I am depending on you for her main 
entertainment! Now ! ” 

She had stirred him—that was only too evident. 

"Great guns, Ruth, aren’t you ashamed of yourself i You know when 
that long-legged, red-haired kid cousin of ours, Naughty Nan we called her, 
used to visit here, that we hated each other. She was the torment of my 
college days. 1 ’ll bet she’s a perfect bore now. 

" She’s not a kid now, Gordon, and she’s grown pretty, really she has. 

“ You couldn’t bribe me. I’m off; 1 couldn’t stand the pressure. Why, 
sis, she might expect me to make love to her.” 

“ Oh, Gordon! ” there was real dismay in her voice now, ” I m going to 
have a bal poudre Monday night, and you must be here for that or I 11 be 
short of men. Promise me you ’ll come for that and 1 11 let you oil till then. 

* Glad to be let off so easily he promised, and therein lay his downfall. 
******** 

“ Really, Ruth, 1 haven’t a single thing to wear to the bal pou ire. I 11 
just have to stay in bed that night.” and Anne Mason gave a despairing 
thump to the cosy-corner cushions. 

“ Oh, Anne, you goose, you ’ll have to be there; it’s given for you, and 
I expect you to enrapture every man in the neighborhood. What shall \u 
do?” and the rumpled head sought brain-food among the pillows. ” I have 
it! The very thing! there’s that dress of Aunt Anne s, your namesake. 
You’ve grown so much like her in the last five years that it s a wonder I had 
not thought of that dress before. Oh! but won t you be a vision of beaut \ ! 
I know Jack is lost to me; I feel it in my prophetic bones. Come on now, 
let’s get it and have it all ready for to-night.” 

And they tripped away to the garret like two schoolgirls on mischief 
intent. 

******** 

The train was late and Gordon barely had time to dress as he swung 
from the cart and up the steps at a forty-mile gait. He hastily got into his 
togs, as he called them, and then, seeing that he was early, after all, he went 
leisurely down, looking quite the gay cavalier, lie stopped in the hall and 
glanced out at the low French windows. The night was glorious. I he moon 
hid all blemishes in the landscape with her silvery light, and the stars smiled 
him a welcome. He turned and went to " the picture.” vowing in his heart 
to be “ true always ” to beautiful “ Aunt Anne.” A slight rustle at his back 
made him turn on towards the long spiral staircase, the pride of the old \ ir- 










ginia mansion. Did his eyes deceive him? There on the landing stood his 
first love, the picture, reincarnated, living, breathing, and a thousand times 
more beautiful than the lifeless canvas! Was it a dream? No; the vision 
hesitated a second, then tripped lightly down and gave a cool little hand to 
“ Cousin Gordon.” 

His doom was sealed! The resemblance to his picture won his heart and 
then the vision itself sealed the capture. He was lost heart and soul from the 
minute that she coolly bade him good-evening. 

* * * * * * * * 

The ball was at its height and—Gordon was miserable. He had begged 
for dance after dance, only to be refused by obdurate Nan. He guessed 
immediately that she knew the reason of his absence on her arrival, and now 
she would not even let him explain. He sulked visibly and cursed “ that 
confounded Dan Archer ” under his breath all the evening. It may be added 
that Dan was very attentive to Miss Nancy. 

The evening passed slowly on and she did not allow him one minute of 
her time. The guests left one by one and Mrs. Jack moved softlv around the 
house putting things to rights. Mr. Jack had retired to “the arms of 
Morpheus ” long before the last guest had gone. They two were left stand¬ 
ing in the blossom-perfumed hall. 

“ Don’t you think you treated me rather shabbily, Nan? My first even¬ 
ing home, and not even a dance! ” 

“ 1 llavc expected you to make love to me,” and with a laugh she 

hurried up the stairs, glancing mischievously over her shoulder at him. 

“ The mischief,” he growled, “ I might have known Ruth would tell her 
what I said. The little imp! But whether he meant his sister or Nan re¬ 
mains to be seen. 

The days passed on. Randolph grew more entangled in the meshes 
every hour, but Anne eluded him, was coolly civil, never familiar. Me grew 
desperate and racked his brains for some way to bring her to terms; but in 
vam. Then one morning a week after the ball he was sitting at Mrs Jack’s 
desk in her morning-room off the hall. He was hidden, but had a good view 
of the hall. He heard Nan come in—he knew it was Nan ; she always walked 
w.th a dear little dash and a rustle. He made no sound and watched her 
s owly go up to the picture—the picture that had been entirely forsaken in 
t le past week She deliberately shook her fist at it and said spitefully: “ Oh. 
I hate you. He fancies that he loves me because I'm like you. If he reallv 
does love me for myself then let him find a way to make me give in. I ’il 
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not do it easily,” and with an odd little catch in her voice that made the man 
long to strain her to his heart, she gathered up her frilly skirts and stepped 
out of the French window on to the side piazza leading to the orchard a 
wonderful orchard now—all one mass of pale pink blossoms. She looked like 
an apple-blossom herself—her skin was so wonderfully soft and smooth and 
pink, it would have made an artist rave to see her standing there the in¬ 
quisitive little zephyrs ruffling the stray curls fitfully, and now and then 
sending down showers of blossoms on her upturned face. 1 he sun caressed 
her hair lovingly, turning it into burnished gold. Slowly she wandered 
toward a big apple-tree with a ladder at the base, and as if with a sudden 
impulse climbed up and ensconced herself in a roomy branch. 1 he watcher 
in the house—for of course he had not taken his eyes off her whistled softly 
and noiselessly clapped his hands together, for an idea had struck him. He 
hastened to the back of the house. 

Not long after, old Amos, the gardener, hobbled up to Nancy s leafy 
retreat and bowing low, said: “ Sarvant, mistis, but could 1 have dis here 
ladder for ten minutes? 1 gwine bring it ret back. 

Nan gave her consent, but charged him not to forget her. He promised 

and wended his way toward the barn. 

An hour passed quickly, for she had a book, but suddenly it occurred to 
her that she was cramped and uncomfortable, and to her dismay the ladder 
had not been returned. It was too far to jump—she must call, and call she 
did: “ Ruth—Jack—Uncle Amos—” 

No answer; only the echoes mocked her, and no saving grace appeared 
in the form of a ladder-laden Uncle Amos. Hut some one else did. Gordon 
came out on the porch and hastened over to her bower. 

” Was that a cuckoo I heard?” 

" No! ” emphatically, “ will you kindly bring me a ladder? said a very 
icy voice. 

” Why, it’s you. Nan,” in a very surprised tone. 

" You didn’t suppose it was an angel dropped down for the occasion, 
did you? ” Her temper was getting ruffled. 

“ No, I would scarcely call you an angel. You certainly have not been 
angelic to me in the past week. Ah will you have dinner sent up, or do you 
prefer coming down—or don’t pseudo-angels eat ? ” 

“ Mr. Randolph, if you don’t get me a ladder immediately 1 ’ll have to 
call again.” 

" Certainly, call as often as you like.” and he provokingly sat down at 
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the base of the tree. She called and called again and again, but everybody 
on the place seemed to have become deaf in an hour. 

At last in desperation she said angrily, “ Well, what are your terms— 
what shall l give you if you help me down? ” 

Yourself, he calmly replied. “ Nan, you know 1 love you, and you ve 
been spiteful in this last week just because 1 wasn’t here when you came. 
How on earth was I to know that you had become the prettiest and sweetest 
girl in Christendom?” 

I won t, I won t, 1 won t! It s cowardly in you to keep me this way. 
1 *11 sit here till doomsday, though, before 1 VI give in.” 

Oh, very well, he said, and took his seat again, gazing mildly into 
the distance. Ten minutes passed, fifteen, twenty, then a pitiful little voice— 

” Randolph, if I say I care for you, will that be enough? ” 

No, masterfully, " say 4 l love you and will be your wife/ ” 

Silence! and another five minutes passed—ten—then, slowly—long- 
drawn out: 

Randolph I—love—you— long pause—“ and will be your wife,” 
hastily. 

\\ ith the love-light shining in his eyes he sprang up and stretched out 
his arms, ” Jump.” 

She hesitated a minute, then placing her hands on his shoulders (it was 
not so very high, after all), she sprang lightly down and landed—right next 
to his heart. 

\oti are an angel, after all,” he murmured caressingly. 

I low much did you have to bribe l ncle Amos?” she asked roguishly. 
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Hollins is a community of peace and the wildest animals we know 
are dogs and horses. What, then, was the meaning of those myste¬ 
rious tracks in the snow behind the Chapel and by the Art Building ? 
An excited crowd gathered around, and learned professors, on their 
knees, examined the tracks with magnifying glasses. Finally one 
arose: 
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“ Brethren.’’ he said in a tense whisper, 44 bears1” 

The news spread rapidly. In less than thirty minutes every soul on 
the grounds knew that during the night a couple of bears had visited the 
campus. 

Ah, Valor 1 discretion is your better and also larger part! Windows 
and doors were locked, and the campus was deserted after nightfall. 

The habits of the Hollins Bear* are conspicuously peculiar. They 
are elusive. In fact, the animals have never really been seen, although 
many a heart has thumped at the sudden sight of a rain barrel or a 
black stump. I have never been able to find the den of these animals. 
They seem to come from nowhere and go nowhere. The sole disap¬ 
pointment is that the tracks could not be transferred to the students’ 
“Memoir Books.” 
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Deep in my heart I have a conviction 
that the dogs know something about 
those tracks, or else the only mystery 
is why the snow melted in just those 
places. But I would not dare to sug¬ 
gest it to those of the magnifying 
glasses and magnifying 
imaginations. 



i6q 






















The Surrender of Phyllis 


T HE Virginia sun shone brightly over the avenue leading to Rosemere 
as I entered the broad gate. Yet the summer morning retained much 
of its freshness, and soft breezes stirred the stately oaks. I was as 
gay a young blade, in those days, as ever wore broidered waistcoat, or wooed 
a fair maid. Little thought I of the great war into which our colonies were 
to be plunged save as a field upon which I was to gain honors. We would 
send the Britishers back to their roast beef in short order, with a better appe¬ 
tite for their recent exertions. But Phyllis—alas, she was the staunchest of 
Tories, and I rode, even now, to inform her of my enlistment. To be honest, 
it was also to lay mv heart for the seventh time at her pretty feet. When I 
reached the manor, cool and white in the lessening shade; I tossed my rein to 
the old darky who stood by. “ Is Mistress Phyllis within? ” I asked, in the 
arrogant tone we young rogues deemed manly. 

“ Yes, sah,” grinned Osar. Mark you, it was not the first time I had 
made that inquiry. 

I ran up the wide steps, and into the rose-scented parlor. I anticipated 
a long wait, for ladies will be ladies, and 1 doubt not that they will always 
keep their faithful swains waiting. Vainly I strove to be at ease. My coat 
which I had donned with some pleasure seemed wrinkled and ill-fitting; I 
could detect spots on my once shining shoe-buckles. Rising, T tried with one 
finger a tune on the spinet, then reseating myself, drew patterns on the floor 
with my crop. A tap of little heels, a rustle of skirts, and my heart stood 
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still, only to pound blood into my face. “ Steady! ” I muttered, and rose to 
greet my lady. 

She swept me the lowest of courtesies. Ye gods! she was fair, as she 
stood, her radiant figure framed in the doorway. 

“ T is long since master—nay, pardon me—Captain Keith has honored 
us with his presence,” she said. I had ridden over the day before. 

“ Then you have heard, Phyllis! ” 1 cried eagerly. “ Do you care ? 

“ Care? ” she retorted, playing with the ivory sticks of her fan, “ yes, it 
grieves me exceedingly that my one-time playmate should prove disloyal to 
his king.” 

“ Disloyal ? Ay, and proud of such disloyalty as we are guilty of! I 
was launching forth into a sea of discussion of the subject so dear to me. She 
smiled. Surely the Cupid’s bow were weapon enough without the distracting 
dimple in her chin. 

I softened and said tenderly, “ Phyllis, Phyllis, are you sending one who 
truly loves you away, without one word, perhaps to his death ? 

“ We are enemies,” she answered proudly, ‘‘ and as such we part! 
******** 

Again I rode down the lane of Rosemere, hut how different the circum¬ 
stances. That last time 1 had been a youth, far more confident of mv untried 
powers than now, a man matured in the bitterest of schools—war. But a 
year had passed. A very full year. One of stern activity, and during this 
time I carried always with me the image of my one-time playmate, ever mv 
love. Being stationed near by, the temptation of seeing her was yielded to, 
and 1 had set forth at 1 knew not what risk. 

As 1 took the familiar path 1 came upon old Caesar, busy with some rose 
bushes. Throwing up both hands, he exclaimed : “ Well fo’ de Lavvd s sake, 
ef ’n dat ain’t Marse Harry!” 

1 hurriedly asked him of the state of the family. 

" Ole Miss, she’s gest rid ovah tub Kunnel Cvstoh’s, but Miss Phyllis, 
she’s at home.” 

I left him still chuckling to himself, and once more ran up the steps. 
As I paused at the door, Phyllis herself passed, dainty and lovely in her cool 
muslin. " Harry!” she cried, pausing, and dropped the mass of flowers 
she held. 

I stooped to pick them up, “ May I speak with you but a moment. 
Mistress Thornton?” I asked humbly. She ran into the parlor; 1 followed 
meekly. 













“ Come in,” she said, “ you—you startled me! ” 

“ Doubtless 1 am somewhat terrifying,” I answered, “ my coat is not the 
latest cut,” with some irony, “ nor my boots of the highest polish.” My 
famished eyes drank in every detail of her as she stood before me. She 
remained silent, a trick new to Phyllis. Young Malachi at this juncture ran 
in, his face and eves blending to an ashen hue. 

” Dey’s uh whole passel ob redcoats a-cummin’ up de lane, an’ cley says 
dey’s a-cum atter Kunnel Keith! J tells uni day ain’t nobody hyar cep’n 
Marse Harry.” 

Phyllis paled and gripped the back of a chair. “ Could they shoot you 
for a spy?” she faltered. Then, “Quick, Malachi! tell them to come in! 
Harry, the clock-case. For God’s sake hasten! ” 

She hid me securely in the case of a great clock and none too soon, for 
hardly had she slammed the lid when the cavalcade was at the door. The 
leader entered and courteously saluted Mistress Thornton. 

I is much against my wishes that I enter thus your house, my lady,” 
he said. I could plainly hear all that passed. ” Hut my orders bid me search 
for that most infamous and daring of raiders, Harry Keith.” 

Calm and honev-sweet was Phyllis’ reply. 

1 had thought my sentiments too well known, and my honor too well 
preserved, for this insult. Major Dere.” 


Grieved, indeed, most sorely, am I, Mistress Thornton,” spoke the 
officer. “ but the darky says—” 

She fired up immediately. 

So mv word prevails not against a servant! Go, search my home, and 
if you like, place me under arrest! ” 

Her words were not loud, yet I dare say each made its impression upon 
Major Dere. Murmuring profuse apologies, he left the room, and in short 
older I could hear their footsteps—he and his men—in the upper chambers. 
I he parlor was very still. 1 could distinguish no movement of Phyllis until 
after what seemed hours. Major Dere returned. The clanking of many 
sabres was heard; indeed, the room seemed full of armed men. The leader 
spoke, more apologetically than ever it appeared. 

Of course. Mistress 1 hornton, l had no thought that you had concealed 
this fellow Keith, vet—” 

“ Per haps then I spoke truly,” said she, curtly. “ Good day.” 

\\ hen the last horse had galloped away and all was silent again, she 
flung open the door of mv prison. 
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“ You are free,” said she, a little catch in her voice, ” go in safety. 

I knelt at her feet. 

“ I am your prisoner,” I said, “ do with me what you will.” 

“ I give you your liberty, only—oh, Harry, do be careful! 

Her superb courage had left her, and she buried her face in both hands. 
A light broke over me—the sudden sunrise of my happiness. 

“ Phyllis, you love me! ” I cried. Slowly she raised her head, sweet 
surrender in her eyes. 

“ The victory is yours,” she said ; ” I am unarmed.” 

I kissed the Cupid’s bow. 

“ My little Tory! When the war is ended—” 

“ When the war is ended,” she finished, ” you will come home. 

Catherine Page Jones. 












































THE SPINSTER 


PRESENTS 

David Garrick 

A COMEDY IN THREE ACTS 


CAST OF CHARACTERS 

David Garrick.*.. . . . 

Simon Ingot... 

Squire Chivy. 

Mr. Smith. 

Mr. Jones. 

Mr. Brown . 

George (Valet to Garrick). 

Servant..... 

Thomas. 

Ada Ingot.*. 

Mrs. Smith. 

Araminta Brown. 


. . R. M. Satterfield 
. . M. L. Thompson 
. . . . A. M. Gedge 

. L. Smith 

. M. G. Nottingham 
R. M. Thompson 

. L. West 

. . . L. L. Carpenter 
. . . M. J. Chandler 
Miss Mary Wortham 
. . Miss Brent Witt 
. . .Miss Jcnsy Loop 


> 


Period 1742 


SYNOPSIS 

Act I. Apartment in Mr. Ingot’s house. 
Act II. The same as Act I. 

Act III. Library in Garrick’s apartment. 


Lallie Lee Carpenter 


EXECUTIVE STAFF 

M. J. Chandler 


Hollins Theatre, Nov. 14, ic)04. 


Lola Smith 


* 
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Press Notices of Hie Performances 


The Hollins Opera House was 
crowded to the full by an elite and 
fashionable audience on the night 
of November 14. The whole Hol¬ 
lins city and surrounding suburbs 
were represented; we noticed in the 
boxes and orchesta stalls almost 
every one of our debutantes and 
leaders of Hollins society. All 
were loudly enthusl .stic at the 
high-class performance given by 
the famous Spinster Strollers. 

We feel much gratified that the 
Strollers should recognize the ad¬ 
vantage of giving any of their plays 
here. The newspaper reports 
from all over the country testify so 
largely to the talent displayed by 
the company that we feel compli¬ 
mented at them playing here--even 
If it was only a one night stand. 

The hero and heroine, M iss Rose 
Satterfield and Mary Wortham, 
wi-re alluringly handsome, and 
made a most charming pair. The 
scenery was remarkably effective 
and each change seemed more va¬ 
ried and brilliant than the last. 

Such a creditable performance 
was thoroughly worthy of the fa¬ 
mous Spinster Troupe.— Hollins 
Times , 

Hollins, Va., Nov. 16, 1004. 


You missed it if you did not see 
“ David Garrick” at the Hollins 
Theatre November 14th. Tunny 
bright, snappy, and clever acting 
Brilliant costumes; stage settings 
and scenery elaborate and expen¬ 
sive. Under the splendid manage¬ 
ment of M. M. Harrison, coach 
and stage manager, the cast was 
excellently trained, and the play 
went off in great style. Don’t 
miss them next time. It was a 
treat for all the large and appreci¬ 
ative audience.- Tinker Creek 

Diepatrh. 

Tinker Creek, Va. 


M. M. Harrison presented Miss 
Rose Satterfield and company here 
last evening in the lively comedy 
entitled: ** David (iarrlck. ” 

Miss Satterfield made an idea, 
Garrick, portraying both the seri¬ 
ous and humorous sides of his 
character with clever dramatic In 
sight. Miss Mary Wortham also 
made a most charming heroine; pet 
ulant, gay or most serious In her 
love for Garrick. She carried with 
her the warm approval and appre¬ 
ciation of the large audience. 

Of course, since Hollins City has 
grown so prosperous and wealthy a 
borough we feel entitled to a high 
grade class of shows. And of late 
years we have generally received 
such. But we consider last night’s 
|)erformancc th«* ablest of all. 

We have been made familiar 
with the work of the " Stars ” in 
the previous visits of the Strollers, 
But last evening wc had a new 
member, and stage debutante, 
who gives promise* of an excellent 
stage career. M iss (Sedge's portray 
al of Chivy was clever and yet re 
served. We prophesy her success 
in a larger field. I he cast was 
ably supported and the main char¬ 
acters caused continuous and liear- 
ty laughter among the audience. 
We will eagerly welcome the 
•* Strollers " back again. —Clover 
dale Poet. 

Cloverdak* Va. 


*75 


























<Ebc Cti&c nub JFnll of the pompnbour. 


It has had its decline and fall— 

The pomp dour. 

But like unto Rome, that was not all 
Of the pompadour. 

It rose again ’neath another sky. 

Undying pompadour, 

Though not so broad and not so high 
Was this pompadour. 

Now ’tis held dear to every heart. 

Loved pompadour, 

And therefore takes a prominent part— 

Petite (?) pompadour. 

What makes a maid so wondrous fair? 

Why her pompadour. 

She puffs and fluffs with oodles of care 
On that pompadour. 

And why do some folks look so wild? 

Tis the pompadour. 

They puff them in that floppy style. 

Such pompadours! 


Wear your hair the way it looks best 
In a pompadour. 

Judge not your own by all the rest 
Of these pompadours. 

M. B. Grant. 
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COMIC SUPPLEMENT 

- HOLLINS INSTITUTE 

















COMIC SUPPLEMENT 



THE GRAND LAUNDRY C(f. 
Our New Plant Covers 
Many Acres. 

No Machinery. 

All Handwork. 


Soirees! ! Music for the most 
uncultivated car! School children 
bearing pink tickets admitted free 
every Monday evening.! 


Prompt delivery guaranteed any 
time from Wednesday to Sunday. 

Persimmon tart given away for 
every third garment. 

Patrons, in deference to the tender 
feelings of Laundry Co., are re¬ 
quested not to count their clothes. 

Carts and Bipeds call at any part 
of the campus. 


PLEASANTS AND DUKE 
Dog Fanciers 

Pointers and Setters Especially. 


GOSSIP OF THE GOSSIPS. 


“The time has come,” said Annie C. 

To talk of many things, 

Of frats. and slams and gentlemen, 
Of teachers and darlings; 


But wait a bit, the others cried, 
Before we have our chat 
For some of us are out of news 
And all we want is that, 

But Annie C. could not abstain 
So on the bed they sat. 


A bit of gossip, Lai lie said, 

Is what we chiefly need, 

Scandals you’ve made up besides, 
Is very good indeed; 

Now if you’re ready, dearest friends 1 
I’m here to take the lead. 


The gossips sat all deep in thought 
But never a word they said. 

The foremost gossip winked her eye 
And sadly shook her head, 

“The worst in school arc gathered 
here 

And now some slams we’ll try.” 


No ’ Phones . 


There was a young man at a ball 
Who slipped up out in the hall, 
When he looked up again 
He seemed quite insane 
For he had “wrecked a train” by 
his fall. 


HOLLINS LIVERY COMPANY. 
Finest in the City. 
Everything from a saddle horse to 
twenty-four passenger brakes and 
tally-hos. 

Leave orders at the office. 

Rule in state 
Prom the Hollins gate. 


A rainy day, a muddy street, 

A pretty girl, some little feet, 
A young man, a sudden fall, 
- and that’s all. 


Annie Clarke—“What is parallel? 
I believe I’m the only girl in school 
that doesn’t take that class.” 


A closet in time saves a Golden 
Report. 


“Oh, not on us,” the others cried, 
Turning a little blue, 

“After our compact that would be 
A sneaky thing to do!” 

But Annie C. stuck out her chin 
"Such things should not hurt you!” 


“ It seems a shame,” said Roy D., 
To play them such a trick 
Because we led them on so far 
^ And made them tell so quick, 

If I should tell just half I know 
You all would be quite sick! ” 


“I weep for them,” said Lallie C., 

“ I deeply sympathize,” 

While Annie held her handkerchief 
Before her streaming eyes, 

“Its hard, indeed, to tell the truth 
For we’ve so many tempting lies ! 99 


COMIC SUPPLEMENT 





Expert Piano Tuner 

Impromptu Composer. 

MR. koDGSON. 

Will tune your piano while you 
practice. 


There was an old maid who said, 
“There!” 

I fear I must put on false hair 
For though I’m not at all old 
My head does get cold 
Whenever I go out in the air! 


MISS P. MARKINSON, 

Main Terrace 

U nredeemed Pledges 
For Sale. 


“LITTLE STORIES OF MARRIED 
LIFE.” 

I. 

Frank is always telling jokes! 

Rosa laughs, but other folks 
Pay no heed to Frank’s old jolks— 
Rosa says, “ Frank is so bright!” 
Ain’t it good she thinks she’s right? 





MARVELOUS TWENTIETH CEN¬ 
TURY HAIR TONIC! 

Grows Hair in One Night 
Directions simple—the dullest can 
comprehend at one reading. Apply 
every Saturday night after Society 
and the results will be evident to the 
most casual observer on Sunday 
morning. 


Testimonials. 


II. 

There was a young husband named 
Joe 

Who oft to his office did go. 

But whenever he went 
On business intent, 

Mary went too, you might know. 

III. 

Now Mary grew thin, for she’d noth¬ 
ing to do, 

So she took to fine arts and learned 
not a few, 

But these kept her away, 

From Joe every day, 

So now she takes typewriting too. 


IV. 


Your tonic’s a peach! Gee! But 
I wish you could sec how my hair 
has grown since Christmas. 1 use it 




My friends often wonder why my 
hair becomes so thick and heavy on 
Sundays and Mondays. I refer 
them to your cure. 

Artie Kipy. 

I wonder that people are so slow 
about trying to thicken their hair. 
Here I have been using it all along 
and my hair as it appears every day 
is proof of its wonders. 

Mary Lou Thompson. 


There was a professor named Mack 
Who knew music well, for a fact, 

But of Logic and Lit 
He knew not a bit, 

But his wife now supplies what he 
lacked. 


My hair is rather thick, but people 
are so crazy now al>out lots and lots 
of hair that I find your remedy 
splendid when I go to entertain¬ 
ments. 

Kate Steiner. 


Chairman—“I will call a mass 
meeting. ” 

K. Blount—”Must wc wear 
masks f ” 


Miss Hudson (seeing a A. T. B 
pin)—“Say, what does triangle T. 
B. mean?” 


Having tried every other remedy, 
1 have just heard of yours, and now 
I use it every Saturday night and 
by Sunday my hair is too heavy to 
fix in the usual way. 

Sina Lee Harris. 
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RECIPE FOR GETTING TO 
BREAKFAST ON TIME. 

Rise when the last triangle has 
ceased to beat (a very important 
ingredient). Stir together a rain 
coat and a Peter Thompson shield, 
previously prepared by the maternal 
relative. Add to this a judicious 
mixture of shoes and stockings, and 
sprinkle on it a little hair brushing. 
Then get a start and with a slide, 
fall and a bump you arc at the door 
and presto! Miss Matty rings the 
bell. 


There was a young maid of Hollins 
Who thought she was “it” in 
Third Lit. 

Mr. Cummings gave them an exam. 
And now she has made an ex-it. 


COlVriO SUPPLEMENT 


, Little drops of water, 

Little grains of lead 
Mingled with some gravel 
Make our nice corn bread. 


Some people are born squelchy, 
some people acquire squelchiness, 
and some have squelches thrust upon 
them. 

Apple Pie! 

My, oh! My! 

Slush! 

Mush! 

Trash! 

Mash! 

Bosh! 

Gosh! 


“ The spring is cut,” the poet sang, 
And blew his reverend nose; 

I cannot sing its beauties bright, 
I only lie and doze.” 


KATHERINE, KORRELL & KO., 
Manufacturers of Kisses. 

There is a relish called “Cream of 
Wheat” 

Which as a breakfast food other 
folks eat, 

Mixed with some nice dirt 
We have it as dessert 
This adorable, sweet “Cream of 
Wheat. ” 


Miss C. “ What is that famous 
glambling place in Europe? Isn't it 
Delmonico’s?” 

Miss A. (superciliously). M No in¬ 
deed! You mean Monte Cristo.” 

Miss C. (dreamily). 44 That’s so! 
He did have lots of money, didn’t 
he?” 


Mrs. Cuthbertson rushes in where 
skippers fear to sit. 





































Dearest Friends — 

Haven’t you heard people, when they see an old maid, wonder it 
she ever had a romance in her life? I have my love-story, and it is a 
love-story that will last. 1 have woven it into the woof of this, the 
Hollins Year Book for 1905 — the love that exists between you, the Hollins 
girls, and me. Your sympathy will condone my faults, and your love will 
magnify my virtues. 

Between these two greatest of things, Sympathy and Love, I know 
none of you will notice my wrinkles. So, resting on the surety of knowing 
that you love me, I am 

Your devoted 

Spinster 
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Spinster Staffs From 1090 

The Date of the Publication of the First Spinster, to 1905 


Anna Cowan Gales . . . 
Rosa Pleasants Cocke . 
Gertrude Whiting . . . 
Bessie Kendrick Peyton 
Mary Antoinette Johns 


1898 

• ..Editor-in :Chief 

.Associate Editor 

.Art Editor 

.Business Manager 

.Assistant Business Manager 


1899 

Louise Ward. Editor-in-Chief 

Minnie Freeman, Ethel Willis, Flora Webster, Ella Furman, Justina 
Babb, Adele Stabler, Eleanor Dinwiddie . . Associate Editors 


1900 


Minnie T. Freeman. Editor-in-Chief 

Mary C. Kusian Ethel Witherspoon... Art Editors 

Carrie J. Fuller, Katherine B. Tupper, Florence Booth. . Associate Editors 

1901 

Martha Williamson. Editor-in-Chief 

Allknk Tupper. . Art Editor 

Susie Pollard, Etta Blanchard, Francks Wooters. Associate Editors 

Katherine Tupper. Business Manager 




1902 


Aimie Reed . . . 
Marjorie Booth . 
Henrietta Hill 

Blanchard, 

Francks Lallee Wait, 


Mary V. 

Masters . 




1903 



Mary V. Masters . .. 

Marjorie Booth... 

Frances Wait, Lucile M. Carter, Sarah Griffin . 

Frances Warren. . 

Margaret McCalla . 


.Editor-in-Chief 

.Art Editor 

.Associate Editors 

. . ■ . . Business Manager 
Assistant Business Manager 


1904 

Leonora Cocke . .... 

Marjorie Booth. 

Mary Sheppard, Etta Reaves, Olive Skkggs 

Annie Clarkson . . . 

Margaret McCalla. 


.Editor-in-Chief 

.Art Editor 

.Associate Editors 

. . . . . Business Manager 
Assistant Business Manager 


1905 

Mary J. Chandler ... . . 

Mary Stuart Cocke, Rose M. Satterfield, 

Rosamond Thomson.’ 

Lola Smith. 

Lallie Lee Carpenter. 
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• ..Editor-in-Chief 

C. Louise Gedge, 

• Associate Editors 
Business Manager 

. . Assistant Business Manager 
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A BOOK an d = 

STATIONERY STORE 


Where you can at all times find just what you want—a store that carries a clean, 
large and up-to-date stock—is a credit to a town and a pleasure to its customers. 
Whether our store is a credit to our town and a pleasure to its people we leave you 
to judge ; it is our honest effort to make it so. 

38OO&0 

A WORLD OF BOOKS 

Buy your Books from us instead of sending 
North for them. We sell all $1.50 Books at ao 
per cent, otf publishers’ list; you did not know 
that, did you ? But we do. 

jengravina 

A SPECIALTY 

Kngraving Plate and 100 Cards, Script 

Engraving Plate and 100 Cards, Block 
or Homan type - * * ‘ a ‘ s ° 

Kngraving 100 Cards from plate 1,00 

Send Us Your Orders 

Always Something New in 

IRnrtttno papers 

Whiting’s French Organdie, Organdie Bond 
and Organdie Quadrille. 

Cashmere Blue, Florian, and Regal are the 
latest tints. 

©porting (Scot's 

OF 

EVERY DESCRIPTION 

The Famous W. & I). Tennis Rackets and 
Championship Balls. 


CALDWELL-SITES CO. 


'BooWelleitf anD 
Stationer* 

05 S. JEFFERSON STREET ROANOKE, VA. 



























Hollins! " Ever may you prosper— 

Even past the ten and three-score 
Into broader, wider, deeper, 

Richer, riper fields of knowledge. 

Older grow -and ever wiser. 

'Ni nth the shadow of old Tinker— 

In the Valley of Virginia— 

May your memory be cherished 
U. ito years we know not now of.“ 

Such the wish, with which we greet you; 
AND we trust you’ll not despise it. 
Coming from us—your well wishers— 

Ol the near-by “Magic City/' 


Nozzle, dazzle , 
Hobble , gobble , 
Sis-bum-bah, 
Hollins, Hollins, 
Haiti rah! rah! 


I T’S not necessary for us to “Yell”—quietly 
stating the facts is sufficient— 

Were headquarters for every feminine fancy 
in the Dry Goods Line. 

None know this better than the “Hollins girl”— 
Knowing a good thing when she sees it— 

So our store is her rendevous—when she goes 
a-shopping— rH 

Finding only most authenticated styles—fads of 
the very hour—quality and prices always 
right, too. 4 

Long live the Hollinsj^Girl." 


S. H. Heironimus & Co. 

Campbell Avenue anil Henry St. 
ROANOKE , VA. 



WILLIAMS SHOE CO. 

ROANOKE, VIRGINIA 



INTERIOR OF OUR STORE. FINEST IN THE STATE 

«ig h -«*» r it a f > h o f <0ut m t c»•» 

fa.MiI Shot Store 

SHOV^^Y”oi/*TJ?AT , ^W*E^AKE* , l^-A^iiR"s ^MO^T 'pRO- 
NOUNCED IN THE SHOE BUSINESS :: :: - " 

__— 

The Kernel of Our Shoe Story is 

(Quolilii. S t Ij I e , Til. T i H i » ll 

Our Styles are all Sanctioned by Undisputed Authority, 

AND WE ASK ONLY AN INSPECTION. 

11 Special Attention Given Mail Orders" 


























CATOGNI’S 

RESTAURANT 


Herbert W. Saunders, Prop. 


Written by Mary M. Pleasants, Hollins, Virginia 

Great Cicero was, aptly, heard to say, 

“Beware, O man, lest thou shouldst live 
Alone to eat, and not to eat each day 
To live”—but’t was not his fate to give 
Such meals as now we daily find— 

Those meats and sweets with which one tries 
Kach day the hearts of hungry men to bind, 
And every hungry one now loudly cries, 

“Go to CATOGNPS RESTAURANT” 


Salem Avenue 

ROANOKE CITY, VIRGINIA 


WATT, RETTEW k CLAY 


118 and 120 Salem Avenue ROANOKE, VIRGINIA 


GENERAL DRY GOODS. NOTIONS 
AND FANCY GOODS 


We invite special attention to our lines of Cloaks, Suits, 
vSkirts, Waists and Undermuslins ; Drkss Goods, Silks, 
and Trimmings. Novelties in Ladies’ Neckwear, Corsets, 
Gloves, Ribbons, Jewelry, Handkerchiefs, Ktc. 


t OUR BOOK DEPARTMENT 

Is an important feature. All the most readable of the new 
publications constantly in stock. Our holiday line of books, 
about 10,000 volumes, now ready for the Special Christmas 
Sale. 

Write for Book Catalogue. 

FULL LINK OF 

TRAVELING BAGS AND TRUNKS 

MAIL ORDERS SOLICITED 


















































ESTABLISHED IN 1842 

HOLLINS INSTITUTE J£ Virginia 


FOR THE HUiHHR EDUCATION OF YOUNG LADIES 


SESSION 1904-5 


Officers of Government and Instruction 

Miss Matty L. Cocke, President 

Lucian II. Cocke, Vice-President 

Miss M. F. Parkinson, Lady Principal 

Joseph A. Turner, General Manager 

F. W. Duke, Secretary and Treasurer 


WM. H. PLEASANTS, 

Dean of the Faculty. 

Latin, Moral Science, Botany. 


G. W. DRAKE. M. D„ 

Resident Physician, 

Physiology and Hygiene. 


A. T. L. KUSIAN, LL. D . 

Secretary of the Faculty, 

French, German. 

F. A. CUMMINGS. M. A., 

English Language and Literature. 

MISS A. C. TERRELL. 

History, Political Economy. 

M. E. COCKE, M A.. 

Physics, Chemistry. 

F. W. DUKE, B. A., 

Mathematics. 

MISS E. P. CLEVELAND, A. B., 

English, Mathematics. 

MISS MARY M. PLEASANTS, A. »., 

Latin, History. 

Music, Art, 

LOUIS ALBERTI. A M . Ph. B., 

(Copenhagen) Director, 

Voice Culture, Chorus, Theoretics. 
ALBERT A. MACK, 

(Stuttgart Conservatory. Germany) 

Organ. Pinno, Harmony, History 
of Music. 

BRUNO MICHABL1S, 

(Royal Conservatory. Leipsic) 

Violin. Piano. 

MISS LUCIE P. STONE, 

Drawing, Painting. Design, History of Art. 


MRS. CHARLES L. COCKE. 

Head of Domestic Department. 

MRS. CHARLES H. COCKE. 
Associate. 

MISS ELIZABETH KELLAM. 

Superintendent of Infirmary. 


GEORGE BRAXTON TAYLOR. D. D.. 
Resident Chaplain, 

The English Bible. 

MISS MARY WILLIAMSON, 

English Composition. 

MISS THALIA S. HAYWARD. 

French. 

MISS GENEVIEVE RUDD, 

Preparatory Department. 

MISS MARIAN S. BAYNE. 

Librarian and Registrar. 

MISS W. M. SCOTT. Secretary to President. 

Bookkeeping, Stenography, Typewriting. 

MISS B. G. DICKINSON, 

Secretary to Business Office. 

Elocuiion 

EDWARD E. KELSEY, 

(Boston Conservatory of Music) 

Piano, Theory. 

MISS ELIZABETH H. FROST, 

(New England Conservatory) 

Piano, Theory. 

MISS EMILIE MOURIER, 

(Royal Conservatory, Cojxmhagcn) 

Piano, Theory. 

MRS. M. M HARRISON, 

Elocution. Dramatic Art. Physical Culture 


Other Officers 

MRS. R. J. CUTHBERTSON, 
Assistant. 

MRS. B. C. BARBEE, 
Assistant. 

J. HOWARD BRADLEY, 
Steward. 



Puitmjnmlui 


ARE YOU INTERESTED? 

If you are, we especially invite you to come in and see 
our display of " $*rput {Jkitiuuuui and at¬ 
tractive folder mountings. They are 
exclusive in style and quality, 
and quite the proper 
thing for Gifts. 

The Photographs Used in This Publication 
Were Made by 
J. HARRY KIDD 
Roanoke’s Leading Photographer 


KIDD’S STUDIO 

J. HARRY KIDD, Proprietor 

(Discount to Stuoknts) 112 ano 114 Sai.km Avknub 






















Goods Sent on Memorandum at Our Expense 


K.W. GREEN 

Hamtfarturtng 3lrutrlrr atiii 
(ftraftiiatr (Optician 



Maker of Society, Class and Secret Order Pins, Badges and 
Medals—Special Designs Furnished 


All Correspondence “Promptly 
ylnstoered 


We also carry the largest and finest selection of Fine Diamonds, 
Rich Jewelry. Artistic Cut Glass and Novelties 
in the Southwest 


No. 6 Salem Ave., Roanoke , Va. 




“Standing Room Only” 



S T isn’t often one hears 
that in connection 
with printing, but 
this season we have 
had to tell customers on school 
and college annuals and catalogs 
that “our capacity is taxed to the 
limit” on this class of work, 
wanted prior to 'fane first 






iTI|e Slone Printing nnd 311 nnufnefnring (To. 

>{>00000 EDW. L . STONE, P re ti dint <><<<<<< 

i io-i 12-114 North Jefferson St., ROANOKh, VIRGINIA 
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SNYDER-STOLL CO. 


fine Shoes 


“Character and Quality” 



WE SELL THE 


• S O R O S I S ” 

A Good Shoe at a Popular Price 


1 10 South Jefferson Street, 


ROANOKE 


:: :: VIRGINIA 

^ixxxxxnxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx^ 


xxxxxxtxxxxxxxxtxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 



Society demands much of the foot—-it must be 
dressed to please the eye and suit the fashion. 
We show the most complete stock of 




in Roanoke. There are many styles here not 
to be found in other stores. We have the dain¬ 
tiest creations known to shoe builders. 


The Prices are Always Right, 

Too. 

RIELEY & RAMSEY 

36 Salem Ave., ROANOKE. VA. 




Dress Footwear 























































WK WOULD LIKE TO TEACH YOU 

Careful Buying in TOILET REQUISITES 

- - SUCH AS —- 

FINE SOAPS, PERFUME, FACE POWDER, 

TALCUM POWDER, TOOTH BRUSHES, 

NAIL BRUSHES, Etc. Agents for Lowney's 
Fine Candies and Peters' Milk Chocolate 


Our Best Guaranteed Tooth Brush. 2 j Cents 

Crown Tooth Powder. .... 20 Cents 

Crown Tooth Wash.. ao Cents 


ENDORSED HV THE DENTAL PROFESSION 

Van Leak Brothers 

GRADUATES IN PHARMACY 


Southwest Corner Salem Avenue and Jefferson Street ROANOKE, VIRGINIA 


Huff, Andrews & Moyler Co. 

The 

Progressive Merchants 
Exclusively Wholesale 


ARE IN POSITION AT ALL TIMES TO SUPPLY YOUR WANTS IN A SATISFACTORY MANNER 


Special Al/enlion 

GIVEN TO ’PHONE OR MAIL ORDERS 





HOTEL ROANOKE 


Roanoke. Virginia 


SDpcn Clnoughout tl)t Pear 

SPECIAL RATES FOR THE 
SUMMER SEASON 


* 


t 



THURMAN & BOONE CO. 

THE BIG FURNITURE STORE 


KOvcr 30,000 square feet of floor space. ULargest 
establishment of its kind in Virginia. HWe con¬ 
duct both a WHOLESALE AND RETAIL 
business, and pride ourselves on carrying in stock 
a full line of almost everything needed to furnish 
a house. 

Piano Department 

HWc make a specialty of standard, high-grade 
instruments. « • Our leaders are Rnabc, UIcbfT, 

mcPball. and Tfcollan Pianola-Pianos. llWe solicit 
[your patronage. Write for prices and estimates. 

THU^RMAN & BOONE CO. 

25-27 Kirk flwnue « Koanoke, Ua. 

























































BLUFFING. BRAGGING. g BLOWING 

a tin horn about some special article is 
not our forte. We are in the : : : 

QENERAL HARDWARE 
*BUSINESS 

ancl also carry a full line of Pipe, Fit¬ 
tings, Valves, Belting, and Packings. 

If you don’t believe we are the people 
to trade with you have not given us 
the fair shake ::::::::: 

The Largest Stock in Southwest Virginia 

NELSON HARDWARE COMPANY 

No. 17 Campbell Avenue, E. 

Roanoke, Virginia 


GUS VURNAKES & CO. 


II hen nt the city visit Roanoke's most magnificent store. 
The most fascinating spot in the city . 


i* Home-made Candies are really captivating — both 
wholesome and delicious. Freshly made on the spot 
every day. €J Ice-Cream, not only in name, but in goodness. 
Hot Drinks, Cold Drinks, and Fancy Fruits, t) Always clean, 
neat, and inviting. 


BOTH PHONES 


TWO STORES 


(Bus Duvnakcs & Co. 

133 FAYETTEVILLE STREET 106 JEFFERSON STREET 

RALEIGH, N. C. ROANOKE, VA. 


There is a deal of satisfaction and a greater profit in the end, as well, 
in buying nothing but the best in 


JEWELRY, SILVERWARE, CUT 
GLASS AND BRIC-A-BRAC 


A visit to our place of business and com- 
paiison of goods we handle will convince you 


A. sJ. RANKIN &■ GOMPANY 


108 JEFFERSON STREET. 
White Sulphur Springs, W. Va. 


ROANOKE, VIRGINIA 

9 Maiden Lane, New York 


MANUFACTURERS OF 

SASH, DOORS. BLINDS. MOULDINGS. 

BRACKETS. FLOORING. CEILING, 

SI D I NG > •» •- -« _ 

-AND- 

BUILDING MATERIAL OF ALL KINDS. 


ROANOKE, VIRGINIA 





































II B. CURRAN 


W. C. BULLITT 


S. CASTNER, JR. 

CASTNER CURRAN & BULLITT 


Sole Agents for the celebrated 

C. C. B. Pocahontas Coal 


J!* !* st Jtcam and Domestic Coal mined. 
1 he Standard Fuel of the U. S. Navy. 


328 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia, Pa. 
70 Kilby Street, Boston, Mass. 

1 Broadway, New York. 

Citizens Bank Building, Norfolk, Va. 
Neave Building, Cincinnati, (). 


Terrjr Building. Roanoke, Va. 

Old Colony Building,Chicago, Ill. 

4 , henchurch Avenue, London, England. 

Calle Keconquista 300, Buenos Ayres, Argentine 
Republic, S. A. 


JEWETT, BIGELOW & BROOKS 


PRODUCERS OF 

J. B. B. POCAHONTAS 
SMOKELESS COAL 


GLEN ALUM, THACKER COALS 


MAIN OPflCE. ... DETROIT WESTERN OFFICE.CHICAGO 

SOUTHERN OFFICE . ROANOKE, VA. TIDEWATER OFFICE. . . .NORFOLK,VA. 


GIRLS IS! GIRLS ARE.! 

Both are correct. 

For Example— “Girl*, “ a |j 0 ^°^^®p9, ream ,he Purest, richest and most delicious ,n 
“Girls, ^not^Shenandoah Chocolates and Bonbons superior to all 


The ever u^o^Ci^fection.^ Icc-^re;im^S<>da^Water and parcel^sent 4 ^** 

here for sale-keeping and make this your headquarters. ^ 


^ihettatidorih 


10 6 CAMPBELL A V K N U K 
THK COLLEGE GIRLS’ RENDEZVOUS 



and 


Ojnj JL Prj_c_e ClothiCV 
Gents' Furnisher 


CORNER OK J K KPERSON S T R E K T AND CAMPBELL A V E N U E 

ROANOKE :: VIRGINIA 


F . L . WOOD, D . 

D . S 

Dentist 


w 


14 Salem Avenue 

ROANOKE, VA. 

ROANOKE CYCLE 

COMPANY 

Kodaks, Cameras, Films, Plates, Albums, Photo Materials, Card Mounts, 
Talking Machines and Records for same, Ping Pong Sets, Passe-partout 
Material, Guns, Rifles, Revolvers, Bicycles, Bicycle Supplies, Baseball 
(loods, Football Goods, Basket-Ball Goods, Tennis Goods, Dumbbells, 

Indian Clubs, Home Exercisers, General Athletic Goods of all kinds. 

Developing and Printing for Amateurs . 

ROANOKE CYCLE COMPANY 

103 CAMPBELL AVKNUK, WEST 

ROANOKE. VIRGINIA 


W. L. SHIELDS & CO. 

A toanoke's Up-to-date 

MILLINERY 

HOUSE 

♦ 


Campbell Avknuk 


Next door to S. M. Helroninnis & Co. 






















•“SIS, FINE MILLINERY FANCY GOOdI 

ROSENBAUM BROS. 

Old’Phone 397 Dnanr>l/D \/o 26 Salem Avenue 

New 'Phone 678 . nUCli IUIaCj V d. 25 Campbell Ave. 

MAIL ORDERS GIVEN SPECIAL ATTENTION 



1108 Chestnut St., Philadelphia 

Fashionable Engraving 

* NP Stationery 


G. SCHIRMER 

Union Square, N. Y. 

Publishers and Importers of Music 

llead'iuartera for nil the Imported European Editions 
Catalogues and Guides SENT FREE on nppllcatlon 


FOR YOU IS THE BEST FOR US 
WE HANDLE THE RELIABLE 
KIND AND OUR PRICES ARE RIGHT. 


THE BEST HARDWARE 

ARE I 

irfax & 


The H&rdw&re Hustlers 


tell 

ROANOKE. VIRGINIA 


GELO. W. PAYNE., Tailor , Hatter , Haberdasher 


For the f EXCLUSIVE SUIT PATTERNS. 

Well-Dr cited 1 EXCLUSIV E SHIRT-WAIST PATTERNS. 

Well-Dressed WALKING 11 ATS. DENT'S GLOVES for street wear. 
Woman ( LINEN COLLARS, STOCKS Etc. 

112 Jefferson Street. ROANOKE, VIRGINIA 


MASiSIE,’$ PHARMACY 

ROANOKE, VIRGINIA 

Inspect our line of FINE FRENCH AND AMERICAN EXTRACTS, 
Toilet Waters, Soaps and powders. We are continually adding New Odors 
and Styles of the above goods as soon as put on the 1 .5 dl , ST® - 

Foreign Manufacturers. In MANICURE REQU 1 SJ 1 ES, Nail and C - 
cle Scissors, Files, Clippers, Buffers, Orange Wood Sticks and Cutici 
Acids, our assortment is large and complete. 

HUYLER’S FINE BOX CANDIES FRESH EVERY WEEK 

J B. FISHBURN. President,* T. T. FISHBURNE, Vice-President and t halrmen of Board; 

EDWARD L. 8TONE, L. H. COCKE. Vice-Presidents, 

EDWARD W. TINSLEY, Acting Cashier; N. W. PHELPS, Assistant Cashier. 

Designated Depositary of the United Stales Government, Stale ol Virginia and 
City ol Roanoke. 

NATIONAL EXCHANGE BANK 

OF ROANOKE, VIRGINIA. 

Four |*r cent. Interest paid in Savings Department on amounts not to exceed ti.'oo 
You can start an account with one dollar. T .. . n toward 

DIRECTORS:—L. H. Cocke. T. T. Fishburne,Frank A. Hill L. E. J ; I ama 

L. Stone. \V. K. Andrews, James P. Woods, W. H . I ewl*. E /joodwin’ 

J. B. Andrews, F. E. Foster, K. H. Fishburne, E Wile, VV. C. Stephenson, 1 . t.omiMin, 

J. B. Fish burn. _ _ 

WOMEN’S MEDICAL COLLEGE 

baltimobe. 

COR. MCCULLOH AND HOFFMAN STS., BALTIMORE, MD. 

Thorough Clinical and Laboratory Instructions. Exclusively for Women. 


A. H. FETTING 

Manufacturer of 

iSrcch letter .fraternity* Jewelry 

TEMPORARY LOCATION 

213 «. Xtbcrtp St., Kaltltnore, 

Memorandum package sent to any fraternity member through the Sec¬ 
retary of the Chapter. Special designs and estimates furnished on class- 
pins, rings, medals for athletic meets, etc. 

























H DIMT^H GROCERY PLACE and delicatessen, 

. BUUbn * RoanoKe, Va. 

“Tahbell” Cream Cheese, Creamery Butter, Obelisk Flour, Bacon, Pork, 
Lard, Cheese, Butter, Fish, Etc. Agent for The Acid Iron Mineral Water. 



GOOCH-CROSBY CO. 

10 CAMPBELL AVENUE ROANOKE, VA. 

Books, Stationery, Pictures, Art Goods 

College and Society Pennants a specialty. The best equipped picture-frame factory 
in this section. You are cordially invited to call and see for yourself. 


JOHNSON & JOHNSON 

PHARMACISTS 

Sole Hflcnte for iRubcl & HllcQrcttl’s Chocolates 

Packages delivered free to Roanoke Station to all Hollins Girls 
dealing with us 


ESTABLISHED 1892 

Stephen Lane Folger 

180 Broadway, New York 

Watches, Diamonds, Jewelry, Club and College Pins and Rings 
Gold and Silver Medals 


FALLON 

jflorlst 

ROANOKE, VA. 


77 its HOOK HKINTHI) HY 
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